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	1. Summoned

**If you've been keeping up with my story Try To Be Brave, you may have heard about this story. This is my take on a popular story idea. Something that I'm going to be doing to make this a little more unique is actually something that I do not often do. The story will be told in alternating POVs. Pretty nifty, isn't it? Hopefully I can pull it off. I hope that you enjoy!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 1: Summoned<span>

It was another peaceful day on Berk. Even the weather, surprisingly, was calm. Usually at this time of the year, as the Snoggletog holiday crept up on the horizon, it was common for the archipelago to experience some pretty extreme storms, but, today, the sun was bright and the air was warm. Hiccup and his friends used this rare weather to hold another race. Ever since Berk made peace with the dragons, racing them high above the ground had become a thrilling sport for all the young Vikings on the island.

"Okay, let's go over the rules one more time," Hiccup, the leader and race organizer, announced again.

Snotlout, making a big spectacle as always, sighed loudly. "Can't we just start the race already? We've 'gone over the rules one more time' three times already!"

Automatically, Hiccup's left hand went to his forehead and began to soothingly pinch the skin between his eyes. In his mind, he counted down until the tension and potential outburst of anger had passed. _**Why do I always volunteer to organize these races? I have a headache already and we haven't even started yet!**_ "I just wanted to make sure that you and the twins are absolutely certain with the flight plan of the race because I do not want to hear any complaining from you or them should you take a wrong turn," Hiccup explained as calmly as he could. To spice up the race, Hiccup had chosen a new route this time and it was much more complicated than the ones they usually took.

"We've got it, Hiccup!" His voice was sarcastic and Hiccup suspected that his cousin was putting on an act again. "Don't we?" The last question was one that he directed to the twins who were, as usual, arguing while sitting on the heads of their zippleback. Barf and Belch looked to be just a little perturbed to be stuck in the middle of yet an argument between their riders.

"Yeah, sure…wait…what are we talking about again?" Tuffnut spoke up, causing both Snotlout and Hiccup to facepalm.

Exhaling, Hiccup walked over and mounted Toothless, clicking his prosthetic leg into its specialized stirrup. "Fine. Fine. We're ready to start," he told them, slightly exasperated. As the others moved their own dragons to the starting line, Hiccup glanced sideways to Astrid who had been patiently waiting at the starting line for everyone else. She gave him a small smile as if to say "You're doing the best you can." He smiled back, thankful for her silent encouragement.

It was still amazing that they had become such good friends. Less than a year ago, he, Hiccup, once the worst Viking Berk had ever seen, had risen to the top of their dragon training class, surprising everyone in the village and infuriating Astrid. There were only a couple things he had wanted back then: for everyone in the village to just stop crowding him and for Astrid to just hear him out. However, neither had come easily for him. The crowds plagued him until he had finally showed them his secret and Astrid had threatened to kill him until he'd also shown her the very same secret.

Something had changed that night. Where there had once been no connection, now there was a spark. They had become friends and he had even, eventually, introduced her to and helped her bond with her own dragon, now known as Stormfly.

The five dragons were lined up at the starting line and ready to go. "Remember, first one back here to this line," Hiccup told the group while pointing to the line he had drawn into the dirt with his prosthetic, "wins. Ready…set…GO!"

Everyone took off, flying out toward the ocean. The path Hiccup had created wound around the smokestacks, over Raven Point, and, basically, just gave the riders a nice (fast-paced) aerial tour of Berk. As usual, Hiccup took the early lead. Of course, he had a slight advantage because he knew the entire course that was planned, but, as always, Astrid was quick to catch up to him, leaving the twins and Snotlout to vie for third place.

"You really think you have a chance?" Astrid called out to Hiccup over the rushing wind, taunting him.

Hiccup was not phased. Astrid's competitive nature was just one of the many things he loved about her. "I could ask you the same question!" he yelled back with a smirk.

The two best friends were so close, neither backing down. Hiccup stared straight in front of him, not letting Astrid distract him. He could not let her beat him! He knew just the way to beat her! Lowering himself down so that he was practically laying on Toothless, he stealthily and slightly flicked his prosthetic, creating a small alteration to Toothless's tailfin. Though small, this adjustment made a major impact on their maneuvering and speed which completely threw off Astrid and Stormfly. "Just proves that you don't need to eat chicken to win these races, huh, bud?" Hiccup whispered to his friend, patting the dragon in encouragement.

It did not take long for Astrid to catch up and, when she did, Hiccup could see her frustration. Astrid never was good at hiding frustration and anger. "What was that? That wasn't fair, Hiccup!"

Hiccup laughed at her red face, although he was not sure if it had been caused by his little trick or the rushing air around them. "Who ever said anything about fair?"

As always the race came down to a contest between Astrid and Hiccup. The finish line was approaching and neither was letting up, each speeding up. They were both so focused that neither noticed that they had crossed over the line until they realized that they had been in the process of restarting the race's course. Dropping to the ground, all four breathed heavily. It had been quite a race this time!

Before they could catch their breaths, the teens were interrupted by the sound of uneven footsteps on the village's cobblestone roads. Hiccup was very familiar with this sound; his own prosthetic made similar sounds when he walked through the village.

"Truly amazing, kids! It's crazy to think how much Berk has changed in less than a year. Who would have ever thought? Holding dragon races here on Berk!"

It was Gobber. Clearly he had seen the outcome of the latest dragon race. Maybe he could enlighten them on the winner. "Gobber…did you see…who won that race?" Hiccup asked, still gasping slightly.

"Well, it was indeed very close, but I think Toothless edged Stormfly just by the snout."

Both teens were speechless as they processed this answer. Hiccup broke it by pumping both of his fists up into the air above his head. "Yes! Another victory! Way to go, bud!" he congratulated. Then he turned to Astrid with a small smirk. "No hard feelings, right, Astrid?"

Astrid scowled. "Don't get cocky. I will beat you. It may not be next time or the time after, but I will win against you."

"Anyway, Hiccup, I was looking for you," Gobber spoke up again, ending the friendly brawl between Hiccup and Astrid. Before he could continue, though, he was interrupted by the arrival of the twins, closely followed by Snotlout. The two heads of Ruffnut's and Tuffnut's zippleback were hopelessly tangled.

Sighing, Hiccup walked up to them as they landed past the finish line. "What did you two do now? How did this happen?" Each twin pointed to the other and started babbling about who knows what. "Nevermind," Hiccup stopped them, holding up his hands in emphasis. Turning to Gobber, he asked his former teacher, "Can you fix this, Gobber?"

Gobber walked over to the zippleback to inspect. "I don't know, but I will try. Take it to my shop."

Hiccup turned back to the tangled twins. "You heard him. Go…and try not to make things any worse, please," he instructed, pleading.

Surprisingly, the twins and their zippleback did as Hiccup had asked. _**They must really want to get themselves untangled**_. They were out of sight before Fishlegs and Meatlug came to the finish line. This was no surprise; Meatlug was not a fast dragon and she was always outdone by the others. The duo landed and Fishlegs patted Meatlug to soothe her for their last place finish.

The remaining teens made to leave and find something new to occupy their time, but, on the way out, Hiccup looked back and noticed that Gobber had not yet returned to his shop to untangle Barf's and Belch's heads. "Gobber? You are going to help the twins, aren't you?"

"Yes, but I need to talk to you first, Hiccup."

"Me?" Hiccup asked, hoping that he had heard wrong. He hated when Gobber said that they needed to talk. Actually, Hiccup hated when anyone said that they "needed to talk" with him. It was a throwback feeling to when Berk still considered him "Hiccup the Useless". Back then, he heard those hated words very often, especially after he had done something detrimental to the prosperity of the village.

By now, Astrid and the others had noticed the absence of their leader and they had come over see what was up. Silently, they stood by and waited.

"So..." Hiccup began nervously. "What do you need to talk to me about?"

Gobber must've sensed Hiccup's nervousness because he amended his prior statement. "I guess I don't really need to talk to you. I just have a message to deliver to you really quick. Your father is the one who wants to talk with you. He told me that you are to go see him immediately."

* * *

><p><strong>Well, this is chapter 1. I'm thinking that this is going to be a very interesting story. The writing style (with the two POVs is something that I'm really looking forward to (since I don't do that very often).<strong>

**I hope that you enjoyed this chapter and opt to stick around for a bit. Thank you for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: December 14, 2013**


	2. Encouragement

**Guys, I can't thank you enough for the overwhelming support on just the first chapter. I'm not going to lie, the How To Train Your Dragon fandom is my favorite one to write for because you are all so great! I've decided to start working on this chapter to get over my excitement for the upcoming release of the movie trailer for the second movie. If you haven't heard (and don't mind a few spoilers), head on over to Berk's Grapevine and see what they've got there; it's neat!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Midnight' Dragon Conqueror**_**: Well…I tried. Hope this was quick enough.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thank you very much!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: There will be Hiccstrid. Most definitely. It's not a How To Train Your Dragon story without that. Haha. When writing (or reading), my guidelines are 75% action and 25% romance. It works out well that way. As for the speeds, I was basing it off the races from Riders of Berk (the TV show) where Stormfly and Toothless were closely matched in speed. Perhaps Hiccup is holding Toothless back in those races, but I sense that he also has a competitive nature (as seen briefly in the episode about Thawfest).**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 2: Encouragement<span>

Astrid and the others had started to head back to the Dragon Academy when she noticed that Hiccup was no longer with that. When she glanced backward, she noticed that he was still standing by Gobber. Something must be up and Astrid figured that they should go see what was going on. Clearing her throat slightly, Astrid caught the attention of the two other boys and they walked back to Hiccup and Gobber.

"So…" Hiccup sounded nervous. **_What is going on?_** "What do you need to talk to me about?" **_Oh._** Astrid knew that Hiccup did not like it very much when someone told him that they needed to talk with him. She could not imagine how that would feel, those lingering feelings from back when the village looked down on him like he was not better than the dragons they had mercilessly hunted and slaughtered.

"I guess I don't really need to talk to you. I just have a message to deliver to you really quick. Your father is the one who wants to talk with you. He told me that you are to go see him immediately."

Astrid watched on silently as Hiccup paled slightly. She knew that it shouldn't be that bad. Talking to her own father was not a hard thing to do, but Hiccup and Stoick were still working to mend their relationship which had weakened greatly over the years.

"Um…yeah, I'll get right on that," Hiccup replied, stumbling slightly in nervousness over his words. Gobber left to begin on untangling Barf, Belch, and the twins. Hiccup took a deep breath and turned back to his friends. "Well, we can end for the day or Astrid can run the academy until I get back from talking with my father."

Before Snotlout and Fishlegs could give their own opinions, Astrid spoke up. "I'll run the academy. It'll be fun." She saw Hiccup give a small grateful smile which she returned. "Snotlout, Fishlegs, go on ahead to the academy. I'll be there in a minute."

Knowing better to argue with Astrid, the two left quickly. Though Astrid's attitude had softened greatly since the war between dragons and Vikings ended, she still had a temper and everyone who knew who knew better than to infuriate her.

Astrid made sure the boys were on their way to the academy before turning her attention back to Hiccup. The head dragon trainer was still standing where he had been as if rooted to that very spot. "Hiccup, are you okay?"

"I'm fine."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I'm okay."

"Then why are you shaking?" Astrid knew that she had won. Though slight, she could see that he was shaking as if his very nerves were trembling.

"Because…because I'm cold?" Hiccup replied, but his tone made it sound as if his answer was more of a question.

"Uh-huh…" Astrid slowed her reply, a clear sign that she did not believe what he was saying. "You know that you can tell me what is bothering you."

She could see Hiccup finally crack. Yes, he did have the stubbornness of any Berk Viking, but there were always limits and he had clearly reached his. "It's just…hard to talk with my father. We've been trying, you know, to mend the tattered bond between us, but it's still awkward. Most times, we still just ignore each other anyway. What could he possibly want to say to me?"

It was like watching a dam break down. Hiccup, usually so calm and confident when leading the academy, let all his emotions gush out, all the feelings that had been building up for who knows how long.

"Hiccup, it's going to be hard and, yes, awkward. Fixing something like this is, but if you both don't take time to just talk to each other, it will never fix and, if it does, it will take much longer than it should."

With a sigh, Hiccup gave in. "I guess you're right, Astrid."

"Of course I am." **_Seriously, did you ever really doubt me, Hiccup?_** "Now, the longer you stand here and think about this talk, the more stressed you will feel. Just go and see what your father wants. I mean, it can't be that bad." She could see that Hiccup looked absent-minded, as if he was not entirely listening and was, instead, lost in his thoughts. "Hiccup, did you even hear a word I said?"

"Uh…yeah, sure. You said to…um…just go and talk to my father and stop worrying so much about it."

Either Hiccup really had been paying attention or just knew her too well. Astrid figured that it was the latter. "Go on, you know where to find me when you're done. I'll be at the academy with Snotlout and Fishlegs…and maybe the twins if Gobber gets them untangled and they don't kill each other first." Astrid turned to head back to the academy but was quickly stopped by Hiccup.

"Astrid, thank you. I feel a little better about this talk now."

"It'll be fine, Hiccup. Come back and see us at the academy when you get done." To Hiccup it may have sounded like Astrid requested this to have him talk over whatever he was about to hear with her so that he would feel relieved after the serious talk with his father. In reality, though, Astrid was just curious about what was so important that the village chief summoned his son and interrupted him from running the academy.

* * *

><p><strong>Not much to say about the chapter. Although, I said this probably wouldn't be out until Saturday, I needed something to take my mind off things. The official trailer for the second movie comes out tomorrow. Do you know how freaking excited I am for that? Hint: That's another reason why this chapter is so early! I'm sure no one is complaining, though, am I right?<strong>

**Next chapter: I'm going to say the next chapter will be up when I mentioned (Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time).**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**


	3. Solitary Mission

**Guys…that How To Train Your Dragon 2 trailer…I just died a little bit. It looks so great! I'll definitely be seeing that movie this summer.**

**So, we got the idea of how the dual perspectives will be working, so expect that throughout. Gives me more time to hold onto the cliffhangers planned for later in the story. Insert evil smirk here…Haha.**

**Review replies:**

**_Mara911_****: Thank you very much! Enjoy the chapter!**

**_Tasermon's Partner_****: Thank you! Also, thanks for the input about chapter length. These opening chapters are a bit short due to the two perspectives, but the chapters will start to get longer as the story progresses.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: I loved the chat between those two as well. It was fun to write because I could see that whole scene play out and it, at least to me, felt like it could fit into the storyline established by the movie/TV show. Here's the next update!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 3: Solitary Mission<span>

Hiccup knew that Astrid was right. The longer he put off going to see his father, the thought of eventually having to would grate at him. Not to mention that he would probably just anger his father. Stoick the Vast did not like to be kept waiting. The relationship between Hiccup and his father may have improved greatly following the defeat of the Red Death, but the boy definitely did not want to mess it up as it continued to mend.

The head dragon trainer watched as his best friend, his second-in-command, his dare-he-say-it girlfriend left for the academy. It was now or never. Taking a deep breath, Hiccup turned and set course for his house. As he walked, he found it easier to just clear his mind and focus on setting one foot…or prosthetic in front of the other. **_Right…Left…Real…Fake… _**Each step bringing him closer to his house…and his waiting father.

All too soon, Hiccup had arrived to the hill where his house sat, overlooking the entire village. He took a deep breath and jogged up the steps. At the front door, his hand hovered, ready to push it open.**_ It'll be okay. This won't be like the "talks" he used to have with me._** Pushing the door open, Hiccup readied his usual excuse just in case. "Whatever it is that happened, Dad, I didn't…" His words died abruptly as he saw his father seated in his favorite large chair near the firepit. The expression on the chief's face was serious, and yet, somehow as stoic as his very namesake.

"Thank you for taking the time away from your academy tasks to be here, Hiccup. Please sit down."

The no-nonsense tone that his father was using told Hiccup not to argue or retort with some witty comment. Instead, he silently dropped down into a nearby seat.

"I know that you're wondering why I asked you to come home so I'll get right to the point. Earlier today, I received word from a neighboring island. They have heard about Berk's success with training dragons and letting them live amongst our Vikings. Since the raids no longer pit the dragons against their people, they have wished to train the dragons living on their own island. However, they have not been as successful with the training and have requested assistance from our dragon trainer. That would be you, Hiccup."

It was a good thing that his father had asked him to sit because Hiccup was overwhelmed by all that he had just heard. He was glad that this village wanted to get to know their dragon inhabitants and work with them. He was overjoyed that they had requested him personally to assist with this training. As Hiccup continued to muse over all that he had just heard, his father continued to explain more details.

"This would be an excellent opportunity to reestablish the peace between our two islands and to be sure that our alliance remains intact. What do you say, Hiccup? Will you be accepting this offer?"

"Uh…well…" Hiccup stumbled out in reply, his thoughts still trying to catch up with all that he had heard. "Actually, this would be good academy experience for us. Helping this village to train their dragons, I mean."

"That's the hard part about this deal. The village chief has requested that only one of our trainers arrive to help them. Their villagers tend to be very reclusive and do not take well to large crowds of visitors. Because they only would like one trainer, we'd have to send our best and, as head dragon trainer of the Berk Dragon Academy, that would be you."

Hiccup was a bit perplexed by this. To him, this offer did not sound legitimate. It sounded, instead, like a hoax. "Is this offer for real, Dad? Cause it sounds to me like…" He was cut off because he could voice his opinions.

"Trust me, Hiccup, it is. When I was still new to leading Berk as chief, I traveled by ship out to this island to meet with their leader and be sure that our peace negotiations still held. This village is every bit isolated as I have said. It would be unwise to anger them by sending more than one trainer."

"But, Astrid…"

"…will have to just run the academy here in your absence instead. No, Hiccup, you either have to go alone or you won't go. Although, I do not recommend the latter. Believe me, as your father, I have my own reservations about this as well, but, as the chief, I know that the prosperity of the village is just as important…if not more so."

Knowing that he would not be winning this, Hiccup finally consented to his father's request. "Okay, I'll do it. Just…give me some time to get some stuff together. Also, I need to tell Astrid before I go; she would want to know."

"Of course, son. I will send message back to their chief telling him that you will be arriving by dragon within the fortnight. That should be plenty of time for you."

Retreating up to his room, Hiccup began to search for some wicker baskets to pack provisions for the trip. He knew that he would need to return to the academy soon to alert Astrid; she had specifically asked him to do so, he remembered. However, before he could do this, Hiccup wanted to be sure to calm his jumbled thoughts. Why was he so nervous anyway? It probably would not be that bad. All he'd have to do is show their village trainers his methods and make sure that they understood. Once they were able to train their dragons on their own, he could return home. It should be easy…hopefully.

Outside his open bedroom window, Hiccup could hear the sounds of the village below. The familiar hustle-and-bustle from the town streets, the rustling of dragons' wings overhead, and the very faint sounds from the Berk Dragon Academy. Hiccup would definitely miss Berk while he was away.

The wicker basket he had found stood, empty and waiting, but Hiccup did not pack it just yet. Packing the provisions he would need for the trip would make it feel too real. He needed to talk with Astrid. What would he say? How would he tell her that his father was making him travel away from Berk without her? Finally, Hiccup decided that the packing could wait. He had time to do that. Right now, all he wanted to do was talk with Astrid.

Hiccup left his bedroom and walked down the stairs to the main part of the house. Surprisingly, it was dark and silent; his father must've left and returned to his chiefly duties around town. The walk to the academy felt shorter than usual as Hiccup's thoughts preoccupied him.

Entering the academy, Hiccup saw Toothless perk up. His best friend had been lying curled in a corner with his head on his paws. All activity in the arena ceased as Hiccup stepped in, his friends all waiting to hear what he had to say. There was so much that he could have said in that instant, but the only words he spoke aloud were "Class dismissed!"

* * *

><p><strong>Well, this chapter's a bit longer. They'll continue to lengthen as this story progresses. Next chapter is Astrid's again and it'll pick up from this point.<strong>

**Next chapter: Currently, I'm thinking it'll be after the Christmas holiday. I'm probably going to try to aim for Thursday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: December 23, 2013**


	4. Conversation in the Cove

**I'm sorry that this chapter is very late. I usually update Try To Be Brave first (because it appears to be more popular among the readers in the fandom) and I had the hardest time starting the chapter. Anyway, I hope that everyone has been having a wonderful holiday season and now it's time for the next chapter of Wheel in the Sky!**

**Oh, and I forgot to mention. In my absence, I have added several more arcs to this story. I'm certain that it's bordering on 100 chapters now, but I have to formally add the arcs to the plans before I know for sure.**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks! Yes, the offer does seem quite suspicious. We'll just have to see what comes out of it.**

**_DragonSoul12_****: Thanks! Here's the next installment and it's Astrid's turn again.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Hmm…maybe. Of course, I'm not like many other writers, so we'll have to just wait and see what I have planned.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 4: Conversation in the Cove<span>

"Class dismissed!"

Astrid blinked as Hiccup entered the academy and abruptly ended the lesson that she had been trying to teach. It was not like Hiccup to end the day early and everyone knew that. At first no one moved, but when Snotlout and the twins realized that Hiccup was serious, they cheered and raced out to, undoubtedly, cause some sort of disruption or disaster in the village. Fishlegs, who actually enjoyed lessons at the Berk Dragon Academy, was more hesitant to leave.

"Hiccup, you're really dismissing class early?" he asked, clearly wanting extra clarification.

"Yeah, Fishlegs. That is what I said. Sorry."

When Fishlegs had left, Astrid turned to Hiccup. "What is up, Hiccup? I know that you enjoy leading this academy and you rarely ever end the day this early. Please tell me what your father wanted to talk to you about. Remember, I asked you to do that when you were finished."

She could see that he seemed to be fighting himself a bit about this, but eventually he did consent. "Okay, but not here. Let's go to the cove."

Together, they mounted their dragons. Hiccup and Toothless took off without a word and Astrid followed on Stormfly. Astrid could see that Toothless seemed to sense the seriousness of the matter because the two flew straight to the cove without doing any tricks or stunts on the way.

Landing, Astrid took a seat beside Hiccup as their dragons walked to the lake to get a drink. There was a light breeze and it tousled their hairs while a silence fell between them. Whatever Stoick had told his son, Hiccup was taking it very hard.

"Hiccup, please tell me what your father said. If you talk about it, you'll feel better."

"Well, I don't think that will help in this case," he sighed, "but I'll tell you, Astrid." There was a pause and Astrid waited to hear what her best friend had to say. "My father received word that one of our neighboring islands would like to make peace with their dragons, but they're having trouble doing it on their own. They've requested our trainer…me."

Whatever Astrid had been expecting, this had not been it. She had definitely been thinking that the talk would be more along the lines of something relating to Hiccup's being Berk's heir. "That's…great, Hiccup. You know that we'll all help you. It'll be…"

"No!"

Hiccup's answer was so abrupt and full of hurt that Astrid couldn't help but stop and look at him.**_ No? Since when does Hiccup turn down offers of help from the rest of us? _**"No?"

With a sigh, he continued, "That's…the catch. They only want one trainer and my father says it has to be me because I'm 'the best'."

"One trainer?" Astrid could not believe what she was hearing. "But, Hiccup, is that safe? I mean, you are the son of the chief. This could turn out badly. Please tell me that your father…"

"No, my father wants me to go. He says it will 'reestablish the peace between our islands and be sure our alliances remain intact'," he told her, imitating his father with vibrant arm motions and gestures.

"Oh…" Astrid wished she could hide her disappointment. She did not want Hiccup to leave. It wasn't that she did not want to run the academy (cause she knew that would be what Hiccup would want her to do while he was gone). Astrid just knew that she would miss him in his absence. "How long will you be gone, then? Do you know?" she asked, looking down at the ground. If she looked to him, she knew, her tough demeanor might just come crashing down.

"I don't know yet," Hiccup replied, looking down as well. "Hopefully not too long. If I can show them my methods and they can replicate them on their own, then I'll be done and I can come back to Berk. Who knows how long that will take, though."

Astrid played with the grass under her fingertips. How would she cope without Hiccup around? Yes, at one time, she would've been happy if he would just leave the village for an indefinite amount of time, but those days were past. If he was gone, who would she race? Who would she spend the majority of her days with? Who would she love with a secret love so deeply locked within her heart that no one could ever possibly hope to find the key? It was safe to say that Berk would definitely be less interesting without Hiccup while he was gone. "I…I don't know how I never saw it, Hiccup." Astrid was so lost in thought that she did not know she had spoken this thought aloud until she heard Hiccup start and ask her about it. She had said it, so she had no other choice but to continue. "You're so…brave, Hiccup. If you weren't, you'd never be able to do what you have done. We'd still be at war with the dragons. We'd still never know of Toothless's existence. You changed everyone's minds. Even now, you're so brave as you plan to set out on this mission all alone." She looked up and was met with his waiting green eyes. "I wish I could be half as brave as you, Hiccup."

She never saw Hiccup move, but she felt his hands clasp hers. "You are brave, Astrid. You're the bravest Viking I've ever known. If only you knew how many times back then…I only wanted to be just like you…and the others, but mainly you. Even as you looked disaster in the eye, no matter the threat, you never backed down. You faced everything head-on with no doubts. That is one of the many things I love about you."

"Love?" Astrid perked up at the mention of this four-letter word. Sure, Hiccup was her best friend, but Astrid was not afraid to admit that she always hoped for something deeper and more serious.

"Yeah. I mean…actually…I should tell you, since I'm leaving soon for who knows how long." Hiccup cleared his throat and continued. "Astrid…I think I love you. I've always felt this way since I met you and even before. In fact, I'm certain that as long as I've known you as a person, I have felt something more for you and always hoped something could develop between us. Strange, as brave as you claim me to be, I've always been scared to say this to you, but, you know, I'm not scared anymore. Must be because of this impending journey."

Astrid never thought she'd see this day. As long as she had known Hiccup, he'd always had a timid side to him; it always seemed that he was hesitant to share some of his inner-most secrets. Not that she was complaining; she had been waiting a while for this day to come. Giving Hiccup's hand in hers a gentle squeeze, Astrid replied, telling him, "Hiccup, I think I love you too. Ever since you've changed and accomplished so much, I've taken notice. I see you now for who you really are and I was foolish to ever think otherwise. You are a wonderful person, Hiccup, and I know that now."

The sun shined down on them, reflecting off the water of the lake. It was one of those rare days where Berk experienced pleasant weather, as if the weather itself beamed with pride for the two lovers in this cove.

"So…if I ask you to be my girlfriend, you'd…" Hiccup started, but there was no way that Astrid was going to let him finish that thought.

"…say 'absolutely' without any second thoughts." Astrid's smile sealed the deal and the two shared a kiss.

Toothless and Stormfly looked over briefly, but when they saw the situation in which their riders had found themselves, the two dragons walked, as quietly as they possibly could, to a far corner of the cove to wait until Hiccup and Astrid chose to fly back to the village.

"We should get back to the village," Astrid whispered, breaking the kiss but not moving away from Hiccup.

She could feel the comfort of his warm breath as he told her. "No, let's stay here for just a bit longer."

So stay is what they did. They held each other and gazed out across the lake in the beautiful cove where Hiccup had bonded with Toothless, where Astrid had caught them both, and where the new couple had once shared their first kiss. Reality would sink in later, but for now, Astrid and Hiccup opted to just forget it for a little while longer.

* * *

><p><strong>Bit of a longer chapter for you all. Hope you all enjoyed! Yeah…I don't really have much to say this time.<strong>

**Next chapter: Currently, I'm going to aim for Monday after 10PM. One more chapter before the New Year!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: December 28, 2013**


	5. Daylight

**Well…it's been awhile, longer than I care to admit. There are several reasons why. One, the site decided to be lame and not post my chapter for many hours, making it so the only ones who could read it were those who have followed or faved the story. Sorry, guys, but, trust me, you'll want to read chapter four, if you haven't already. You won't be disappointed! Second reason, the Christmas holiday is over, so it's back to working all the time. Third (and, I believe, final) reason is that I saw Frozen and I freaking loved it…but don't worry, I'm not leaving you guys because I love this story too!**

**By the way, guys! Special story announcement in the ending A/N. Don't pass it up! You'll want to know this, I'm sure!**

**Review Replies:**

_**aaquater**_**: Yeah, it was sudden, but it had to be done. Hiccup has no idea how long he'll be gone and he doesn't want to lose Astrid (although, there's not really that many romantic options for her) while he's away. Glad you liked it, though.**

_**Guest**__**(anonymous)**_**: Yep! About time, huh? Well, Hiccup will be setting out on his mission soon, so we shall see how he fares.**

…

**This chapter will be a bit different than the rest so far. In fact, as you read, you should listen to Maroon 5's "Daylight". That is all. Enjoy the chapter!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 5: Daylight<span>

Hiccup's travel wicker baskets were nearly filled with any necessities that he might need for the indefinite amount of time that he would be away from Berk. As he filled them to the top, he set them aside; later, he would strap them onto Toothless's saddle, but there was no real need to worry about doing that yet. He would begin his flight away from Berk at morning's first light. Never before, as he watched the sun sink below the horizon, did he wish for it to not reappear ever again.

The boy sighed, trying to calm his beating heart as it pulsed so many feelings throughout his small body. He was nervous for the journey that would begin all too soon. He was anxious to get it over with and return to Berk…and Astrid. He was saddened that he would have to be away from Astrid and his friends for who knows how long.

There was no one to whom Hiccup could confide his thoughts. His father was somewhere out in the village and, though he would probably be home soon, Hiccup did not know when. Toothless was sleeping peacefully on his slab of rock in the corner of Hiccup's bedroom and Hiccup did not want to wake his dragon friend. There was a long trip ahead of them and they both needed to be well-rested. _**Sleep, yes, I know that I need to, but…if I sleep, that will take away several of my final hours on Berk for a while. I don't want to sleep and miss out on anything. Daylight will come too fast as it is, even without sleeping.**_

It was getting later into the evening and Hiccup could feel himself growing more tired by the minute. He had been up early this morning to fly with Toothless and then he'd had a busy day at the Academy after that. Now, it was all starting to catch up to him and he could feel himself nodding off. Whatever had been in his hand (right now, he could not remember what he'd been holding as sleepiness crowded his mind) fell to the floor and made a hard sound on the wood. That sound, though quite slight, woke Toothless who jumped into a defensive stance, automatically ready in case of danger. The only immediate danger, he saw, was that Hiccup looked about ready to collapse onto the floor from exhaustion. Toothless came over and nudged his rider's chest, waking the boy back up slightly. Looking up into Hiccup's tired eyes, Toothless cooed softly as if to remind Hiccup that the boy needed his sleep and urging him to just climb into bed and close his eyes.

"Yeah…I know, Bud, but…"

Toothless snorted and shook his head, defiant. The dragon would not take this answer. He walked around to Hiccup's back and grabbed the boy's shirt with his teeth. Though Hiccup tried to squirm and fight back, he was no match for the mighty Toothless who deposited the boy down onto his bed. Hiccup could feel his energy leaving him and, now that he was lying on top of the bed, he no longer had the strength to fight off the oncoming sleep, so he simply closed his eyes and let it overcome him. In minutes, he was out and he would never know that Toothless continued to watch, satisfied, before using his teeth to pull Hiccup's blanket from the foot of the bed and lay it gently over the boy's sleeping form.

Hiccup slept peacefully and it was extremely hard for him to wake up the next morning. Upon opening his eyes, he spent some time just staring up to the dark roof of his room. There was still plenty of time before he had to leave, but there was only one more thing he wanted to do before then. So as not to wake Toothless again, Hiccup slipped quietly downstairs and out the door. No one else was out and about at this early time of the morning, but that was just fine for Hiccup. _**Where to go?**_ He wanted somewhere peaceful where he could just reflect on Berk and all that he would be missing while he was gone. He knew an excellent place.

Silently, Hiccup walked to the edge of the village. Here was the place, a place full of memories. He had arrived at the wooden platforms leading down to the docks of Berk, but he did not go down to the docks. No, Hiccup stayed up higher, looking out over the dark waters surrounding Berk. The boy knew it was not safe to sit here, but he figured that it would be okay; he wouldn't be out here too long for the cold early morning air would prevent that. Letting his legs dangle over the edge, Hiccup sat, alone with his thoughts, until he heard quiet footsteps approaching. Whipping back to see who was coming this way, Hiccup saw the very person he was hoping would show up. "Hi, Astrid."

Astrid apparently cared little about playing it safe as well because she took a seat next to him with her legs also dangling over the ledge. "You're up early."

"Yeah," Hiccup replied. " I couldn't sleep." Sure, that wasn't exactly true, but she didn't need to know that. "So are you? What are you doing all the way out here?"

"What do you think?" she replied, giving him a playful punch to his arm. "Looking for you! I was going to your house, but I saw you leave and I just followed you from a distance."

A cold wind blew in off the waters and both Vikings shivered a little. Hiccup pulled Astrid close; they would both benefit from sharing the others' body heat and, besides, Hiccup could tell that they both just wanted to sit here, together, in each other's' arms. He looked down as Astrid cuddled into him just a bit more. She probably only did this to feel warmer, but Hiccup still smiled just a little. Astrid was so perfect; he still couldn't believe that she had agreed to be his girlfriend. Sometimes he wondered what Astrid saw in him. Did she only love him because he defeated the Red Death and ended a violent 300-year battle? As much as Hiccup hoped (and was almost certain) that this was not the case, still a small amount of doubt was present in his heart. Someday, he would ask Astrid this question, but tonight was not that night.

"Are you sure about this, Hiccup?" Astrid spoke up.

He knew that she was talking about this upcoming mission. What else would she be talking about? This mission was the only thing that either of them could think about recently. "No, but what choice do I have? I have to do this, but I promise to complete it as quickly as possible."

"There's always a choice, Hiccup. You can still opt out of this!"

"Try telling that to my father," Hiccup told her, downcast. "There's no way he will accept that answer, but I promise, Astrid, everything will be fine. I'll have Toothless there with me, remember?"

"Yes, I know." Hiccup could hear that Astrid did not sound too sure, but he knew that she would always support him because that's what friends (and girlfriends) did.

The sky was slowly starting to brighten. Both Viking teens noticed but neither wanted to bring it up. Hiccup sighed, but otherwise said nothing; the silence between them was comforting. _**This is too hard. I never thought seeing Astrid one last time would be so hard. In fact, I thought it would be harder when I'm away from her.**_ As they sat together, Hiccup made sure to take subtle glances at everything in his surroundings and at Astrid; he did not want to forget anything while he was away. He let out a soft chuckle as a sudden thought came to him. "It's almost funny," he told Astrid without waiting for her to ask, "At one time, I was afraid of the dark. All it used to mean was the potential for a nighttime dragon attack. For Berk, darkness used to be frightening, but, now, it's all that I want."

Astrid said nothing in reply, but Hiccup did not necessarily need one; he had just admitted one of his darkest secrets to her. Vikings were supposed to be fearless people, but here he was, breaking the mold again. Time was fast approaching and Hiccup regretfully pulled himself away from Astrid's warm embrace, helping her up as he stood. "I should go wake Toothless and get our riding gear. You will be there when we take off, right?"

"Of course, but are you sure that you can't stay for just a little longer?"

"I would if I could, but if I put this off anymore, I'll never leave Berk. Astrid, I wish more than anything that you and Stormfly could come with me and Toothless, but it's my father's orders and it's common knowledge not to disobey Stoick the Vast. We both knew this day would come and look out across the water. It's…it's time."

They both stared out over the waters that surrounded Berk as morning's first light shone its way, rippling across the moving waves. Daylight.

* * *

><p><strong>Gods, I thought this chapter was going to turn out better. Well, at least we had some more Hiccstrid. There will be just a little more in the next chapter, but then Hiccup will be gone. Don't panic, though! I assure you that they will both still love each other while they are apart.<strong>

**Now, for that special announcement! Remember, I mentioned about it before the chapter began. Here it is!** **I have started the process of creating a new Astrid-centric story! It is based on the song "Let It Go" from Frozen and focuses on the hardships of a young princess who must confirm to the social norms of her position. Trust me, the story will be much better than I have made it sound. Anyone interested in seeing this story posted in the (perhaps!) near future?**

**Next chapter: I think that I will try to aim to have the chapter finished and posted on Wednesday after 5PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thank you for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: January 11, 2014**


	6. Astrid Bids Hiccup Farewell

**Well, the day has come. Hiccup sets out today. Wow…this sounds like it should be the start of the chapter, but, alas, it's just the opening A/N.**

**Before I forget, another special story announcement for my amazing readers! I have started the process of creating another story (in addition to "Let It Go") focusing on a HTTYD character that I don't usually write about. It is called "The Chief's Heir" and it loosely based on the movie "The Lion King". Anyone interested in seeing this story posted in the (perhaps!) near future?**

**Review Replies:**

_**aaquater**_**: You're right! I never thought of Toothless that way, but in the last chapter, that is a very accurate description. Nicely done! Also, thanks! It just wouldn't be right for Hiccup to leave without having one last little bit of alone time with his girlfriend. Haha.**

_**snoopykid**_**: Thanks! That village…hmm, guess we'll find out about it pretty soon!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 6: Astrid Bids Hiccup Farewell<span>

Everyone in Berk was awake early today; they were all there to wish their chief's son well as the boy set off on his mission that would take him away from the island. Astrid had arrived at the village center first and had watched as it slowly filled up with other members of her tribe.

As much as Hiccup had claimed that he had to leave right at morning's first light, Astrid could tell that he seemed to have pushed this off slightly as the sun had continued to rise slightly above the horizon. Speaking of Hiccup, there he came now, walking into the village center with Toothless on one side and his father on his other side.

Leaving for an undetermined amount of time to see to a mission used to be a normal and, sometimes, everyday occurrence on Berk. When the Vikings were still at war with the dragons, it was common for higher-ranked Vikings, such as Stoick the Vast, to lead a search party out into the unknown. However, since Hiccup had mediated a truce between the two warring sides, no one had left Berk to complete a mission. There just was never any need. Even when Hiccup and his class of dragon riders were given missions by Stoick, they would set out early and (except for a few of the missions) they could all but guarantee to all safely be back on their homeland by the time the sun disappeared again below the horizon.

Stoick parted the crowd so he could stand in the middle to address them and Hiccup before the latter's departure. "Today, my people…is a very important day…for Berk…and for my son. Hiccup, though only aged 16, will soon embark on a quest worthy of a man…and of a Viking!"

There were soft cheers among those gathered and Astrid watched the crowd again part, but this time to lend a path to Hiccup and Toothless. The boy walked hesitantly to the center so that he could stand by his father. Astrid could see that he tried to look confident and undeterred by what lay ahead of him, but she also knew him better, well enough to see through this; he was nervous and unsure. She couldn't blame him. Heck, even she, fearless Astrid Hofferson, would be at least a little bit frightened to embark on a quest like this with no other human companions.

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III," Stoick continued and Astrid wondered how often Hiccup had ever heard his father pronounce his full name in such a soft tone. The only reason Astrid even knew Hiccup's full name is because she had heard Hiccup's father yell it many times when frustrated with the boy. She was glad that those days were gone and Hiccup need not worry so much about upsetting his father and everyone else in the village. "On this day, we ask Odin's protection on this named person, my son, my heir. We ask for safe travels and a safe return." Then, as Astrid watched, Stoick turned to address his son in a conversation that could easily have been a private father-son talk. "Hiccup, be careful out there. The blessings of everyone in this village go with you on your journey."

Hiccup made to mound Toothless and Astrid knew that if she wanted to see him one last time before he left, now would be it. She pushed through the crowd so that she could get to her boyfriend. A strange feeling of nervousness had crept into her mind. _**He'll be fine, won't he? He has to be.**_ Finally making her way up to Hiccup, Astrid delivered a swift and hard punch to his upper arm. "That's for agreeing to go on this mission without me," she told him, explaining herself. Not that it mattered all that much. By now, the rest of their tribe knew about their habits; Astrid had done this right after he'd woken from that strange sleep, right after he'd learned that he no longer had a lower left leg.

"Really, Astrid, we're doing this again even though I'm leaving like…soon?" His voice was deadpanned, but Astrid saw in his eyes that he anticipated what came next.

Astrid brought her lips up to touch Hiccup's, but the kiss deepened as she let her longing, her nervousness, her sadness show to him. When they broke apart, she finished with her standard reply. "That's…for everything else."

"Astrid…"

She did not know if he had something to say to her, but Astrid cut him off anyway. "Make sure you come back safe and soon, please, Hiccup."

"I'll do my best."

_**Typical Hiccup…never making any promises that he can't keep…**_That was one of the many things that Astrid liked about her boyfriend.

Hiccup leaned down, a little hesitantly, to give Astrid one last kiss. The two held onto this show of affection for as long as they possibly could, knowing that once it was broken, Hiccup would be leaving. When they both were practically dying from lack of breath, they broke apart. Astrid heard no sounds from the villagers who had observed this final act of love between the two young Vikings. Right now, though, Astrid could care less what her tribe thought about the relationship that had formed and strengthened between her and Hiccup. Who knows when she'll be able to do this again?

Unfortunately, Hiccup did not linger much longer after the kiss was broken. Astrid watched helplessly as he patted Toothless's neck and urged his friend into the air. Toothless, being a Night Fury, had unrivaled speed, but Astrid could see that Hiccup was choosing to take the flight at a slower pace than usual.

All around Astrid, the villagers of Berk waved and shouted farewells to Hiccup. Astrid, though, could only stand mesmerized, watching as Hiccup and Toothless grew smaller until they were just a small black shape in the distant sky. "Be brave, Hiccup," she whispered to no one, the crowd already having dispersed and returned to their daily lives. "Good luck. I love you."

* * *

><p><strong>I'm feeling generous. No massive cliffhangers tonight. You'll get enough of those in Try To Be Brave. Sorry for the delay. I had to work this chapter a bit because I wrote out where I wanted it to go and then realized that it was so short. It still isn't very long, but…it'll do. Well, it's almost 3:30 AM here, so I'mma just gonna go sleep now. Hope you entered this short and pretty uneventful chapter.<strong>

**Next chapter: More of these inaccurate predictions, but…I'm gonna say I'll try to have the next chapter posted on Friday night after 11 PM US East Coast time.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: January 19, 2014**


	7. Flight

**Time for another Hiccup chapter. Let's check in and see how he's been doing since leaving the village. P.S. I'm sorry that this is really super late. I was focusing on my other story because it seemed to be more popular.**

**Review Replies:**

_**aaquater**_**: Yes, it is unbalanced, but I don't think Hiccup minded that one bit. Haha. Also, that is, in fact, the very reason these opening chapters have been a bit slow, action-wise. Trust me, once the story gets going, it's really going to pick up.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Thank you for the birthday review! (Well, it was posted on my birthday, I mean.) Anyway, yeah, there are lots of reasons why this chapter is so late, but I hope it makes up for the lateness. Y'know, I thought about the idea of having them give each other parting gifts…and then I forgot to add it in. Drama, you say? I believe there is some drama waiting in this chapter. Let's have a look now, shall we? Haha.**

**Here we go. Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 7: Flight<span>

The sun had, by this time, risen well above the horizons and into the sky.**_ It looks like it's going to be a good day for flying_**, Hiccup determined from the lack of clouds and the bright warm sun. He sighed softly, not wanting to alert Toothless to how he was feeling; the dragon needed to concentrate and, honestly, Hiccup did too. Though they were flying in a straight path for now, if they needed to make any adjustments to their flight path, it would be at a sudden notice and Hiccup needed to be ready to switch the pedal position (which would move Toothless artificial tailfin) as quickly as needed.

There was not much in the surroundings around them that could distract Hiccup's mind from wandering back to Berk. Below them was the vast expense of waters that surrounded his home island. When he was younger, Hiccup would always wonder how far it stretched. He vaguely remembered asking his dad about it, but Stoick had given him a cryptic answer and young Hiccup had lost interest quickly. How easy it would be to just turn back now, follow these very waters back to Berk…and back to Astrid. The last several days that had lead up to this grand departure had been surreal. Hiccup knew that he and Astrid had become much best friends in the time since he had mediated peace between their people and the dragons, but he had never thought that she would ever agree to be his girlfriend. Most of the village had been surprised (even just a little bit) too; this kind of thing only seemed plausible in the stories that his father used to tell him when he was a small boy, stories that helped him to fall asleep and see visions of happy moments and sights. **_No, I have to stop thinking about Berk and Astrid! _**Hiccupberated himself.**_ Focus, Hiccup. Focus on the mission. Focus on finishing up the required tasks as quickly as possible!_** Still, his heart ached for home. Never before had Hiccup experienced this feeling. He felt so sick of being away already and he was desperate to return home. **_I guess that means I'm…homesick? I guess that would be a suitable way to describe this feeling._**

Hiccup tried to focus his mind on the mission and his current flight. Gods know he tried, but he just couldn't stop his thoughts from drifting back to Astrid. There were no obstacles and nothing around to distract his mind.**_This mission would be so much easier if Astrid and Stormfly were here_**. The boy could sense that Toothless felt the same way. Of all the dragons in their small group of friends, Toothless seemed to connect most with Stormfly.

In an attempt to focus better, Hiccup chose to stare straight ahead and clear his mind. Sometimes, he would use this method back home and it always seemed to work…until one of his unsuspecting friends (or his own father) would startle him. This time, though, there was no one to startle him; Toothless was concentrating on the flight. Unfortunately, this time, his assumption was not entirely correct.

Hiccup knew not how long it had been; he had not looked at the positioning of the sun as that would just be a remainder about how slow this day (and flight) was going. It had been some time later, however, when he felt Toothless growing restless. The sudden tensing of Toothless's body jolted Hiccup from his thoughts. "Yeah, I get it. You're homesick too, huh, bud?" he asked, rhetorically, to his friend, using the word he had just recently created.

Toothless scoffed and shook his head. He tried to turn and fly back the way from which they had been traveling, but Hiccup stopped him, making sure they stayed set on their current flight path. This did startle Hiccup, though, and he began to fully focus, trying to find out just what Toothless was trying to convey to him. Hiccup, having known Toothless for quite some time now, knew that this type of behavior was not typical for the dragon. The Night Fury knew how important this mission was for Berk and for Hiccup's father; Toothless would not be trying to end it without a very good reason.

Up ahead, darkening clouds caught Hiccup's attention**_. How did I miss that? Oh…wait…_** he stopped, as he remembered that he had just recently been staring out ahead of him without actually seeing. In his satchel that was attached to Toothless's saddle, Hiccup had placed the map his father had given him. It was for emergencies, in case he had to fly off-course. This seemed like such an emergency. Dragons had difficulty flying in storms and most preferred to remain grounded during storms. It was even worse for Toothless due to his prosthetic tailfin. If anything was to happen to Hiccup, Toothless would be as good as downed.

The wind was picking up and Hiccup was having a hard time getting Toothless prosthetic tailfin to do as he wished. He could sense Toothless's growing fear and knew it stemmed from the dragon's instinct to find a place down on land to wait out the storm. Unfortunately, as luck would have it, there was no land anywhere for as far as Hiccup could see. **_Well, it was a good day for flying…_** he told himself, sarcastically, as he tried to think of a "best case scenario". He did make a note to introduce "safety procedures for flying in a storm" as a topic in one of his lessons when he returned to Berk from this mission. By then, he should have some kind of makeshift method that would work that he could teach to his fellow dragon riders.

Toothless roared, alerting Hiccup and snapping the boy from his thoughts. "I know, Bud!" Hiccup yelled, a bit impatiently. "We have to land, but I don't see a place…unless you have a better idea!" Hiccup hated being pressured. His usually calm demeanor tended to crack more easily when he was under much pressure and now just so happened to be one of those times.

Huge drops of heavy rain had begun to pelt them. The speed of the wind had continued to increase. They had begun to fly right into the storm. Usually, Hiccup could think quite effectively on the fly, but no solution was coming to him. Wind was blowing the rain into his eyes and his wet hair was already obstructing his vision. A massive gust of wind hit them, knocking Toothless off-balance. Hiccup, luckily still connected to the saddle, was now parallel to the ground instead of perpendicular. This was not a position that he felt comfortable being stuck in, as he looked down at the dark churning ocean below him. "Toothless!" Hiccup yelled, feeling Toothless attempt to right himself, but, ultimately, failing due to the windy conditions. Before Toothless could get them flying straight again, another strong gust picked Hiccup's connecting rope right off the saddle and he, being quite light for a Viking of his age, was swept right off the saddle. If not for his still-connected prosthetic leg, Hiccup would've been sent on a one-way course straight down into the depths of the unforgiving ocean.

Even though Hiccup's prosthetic was still connected, he was unable to control Toothless's tailfin because he was barely hanging on for dear life and could not switch the pedal to its different positions. As a result, they were rapidly losing altitude in addition to being blown every which way. Hiccup was not faring much better than Toothless in this case. He could feel his blood rushing to his head and it was giving him a serious headache. Not to mention that the wind blowing Toothless around was putting much strain on his connected leg. **_At least I can cross this off my bucket list. Fly from Toothless attached only by the metal leg. Check. _**Quickly, he pushed the sarcastic thoughts aside because him and Toothless were rapidly approaching the ground…well, water. **_I'm sorry that I let you down, Dad._** Bracing for the crash landing, Toothless curled in on himself, trying his best to protect fragile Hiccup from the impact. Toothless's wings blotted out Hiccup's vision and the young Viking's world was engulfed in black.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, I hope that this chapter and the events in it make up for it being, what, two and a half weeks late. It took me forever to write this because I just kept feeling like I wasn't getting it right (at least, to the way I want it). Now I'm finally satisfied with it! … Of course, my other story's being more popular also played a role in the delay.<strong>

**Next chapter: I'm probably going to try to get the next chapter out on Saturday after 10PM US East Coast time. We'll see how accurate that prediction turns out to be.**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: February 4, 2014**


	8. Life Without Hiccup

**That last chapter was fun, no? As per the story structure, we'll be checking back in with Hiccup and Toothless in the next chapter. Yes, we're just going to sit on that cliffhanger. For now, I bring you the latest Astrid chapter. Now is when the dual perspective set-up really starts to come in handy (and not just so I can torture you all with cliffhangers…but that's a plus! Haha.) because we can see how life on Berk is going, thanks to Astrid.**

**Review Replies:**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: That's what I figured because I didn't think Vikings used the word "homesick" before. At least, it was never really used in the series so I'm just taking some creative license. Anytime, you use that word, remember that Hiccup came up with it! Haha. As for this chapter…it probably won't be as good as the next Hiccup chapter, but we shall see.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: All excellent questions! Without giving too much away, I will say that there will be several time-skips in this story. All will take place roughly around every ten chapters. To plan ahead, the first time-skip will be after chapter 12. As for who saves him…I will say that there will be a couple people…and it is going to be quite a surprise for Hiccup to see them! If you'd like to start taking guesses now, feel free! These people will show up around the 30th chapter. I am looking forward to Astrid's worrying too. It'll be beautiful. Thanks for keeping up! Here's the next chapter!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 8: Life Without Hiccup<span>

Following Hiccup's departure, Astrid had returned home to go back to sleep. She had been up most of the night and now the lack of sleep was starting to get to her. The others would understand if they did not have any academy lessons today. In fact, most (except for Fishlegs) would probably be just fine with having a day off. As much as she hated to let Hiccup down, it was one day and she wouldn't be an effective teacher if she was only half awake.

Astrid did not want to sleep all day because she did not want to be awake all night again, so she asked Stormfly to come to her window and wake her in a few hours. With a squawk of acknowledgment, her dragon had left to allow Astrid some alone time. These were just some of the many things Astrid loved about her dragon. Stormfly was very intelligent and they were almost always in sync. The memories they had already created in the short span of time, nearly a year now, since they had bonded together to defeat the massive dragon on Dragon Island brought a smile to Astrid's face and, despite the bright sun that now beamed through her open window, she slipped into a peaceful sleep filled with dreams of Hiccup, dragons, and flying together through the clear blue sky.

True to her word, Stormfly came by the window again all too soon to wake Astrid. Sighing, Astrid stretched her stiff muscles and left her house. According to the position of the sun, there was still a few hours left in the day. "Let's fly to the cove," Astrid suggested to Stormfly. The dragon, sensing her rider's distress, quickly obliged and it was not long before they touched down in the picturesque cove situated near Raven Point. Dismounting quickly, Astrid walked over to a rock near the lake where Stormfly had opted to take a drink before joining her. **_This is Hiccup's favorite place_**, Astrid recalled, remembering how she had first met Toothless here and, recently, how it was here, in this very location, where she had accepted Hiccup's offer to be his girlfriend. This cove held many memories, both good and bad; Astrid wouldn't take back any of them. Each and every one of these memories had shaped the person that she was today. Stormfly, finished drinking water from the small lake, came over near the rock and lay down beside Astrid. Absentmindedly, Astrid scratched Stormfly's head behind the Nadder's crown of spikes. Instinctively, Astrid found her gaze constantly turning to the sky. It was useless, she knew. Hiccup's flight would take him at least a month to make it to the island and back and that was not even counting the time it would take him to train the village's dragons and show the villagers there his training methods. **_I never realized how hard this was going to be. It hasn't even been a full day yet and I already miss Hiccup. How am I ever going to be able to wait for this undetermined amount of time until he returns?_** Already, she missed the races around the island and the academy lessons he tried to teach. She missed his voice, his messy hair, his crooked smile, her Hiccup. "He wouldn't want me to dwell on his absence, would he, Stormfly?" she asked her dragon. In response, Stormfly looked up slightly at her, but, otherwise, kept silent.

A cold breeze blew through the cove and Astrid shivered. It was only then that she noticed how late it was getting to be. The sun had dipped below the rock wall border, sheltering the cove entirely in shadow. "We should be getting back," Astrid told Stormfly. The dragon kneeled down so that her rider could mount and then they flew the short distance back to the village.

The next morning, Astrid would be taking over teaching responsibilities at the Berk Dragon Academy until Hiccup's return. For that reason, she tried to sleep fairly early that night. However, sleep did not come as easily as she had hoped. Finally, after what felt like hours of tossing and turning and shifting positions, Astrid managed to drift off to sleep.

She opened her eyes to a world that she barely recognized. Flames danced everywhere; she was surrounded and escaping this prison of fire looked to be hopeless. Why was there fire anyway? Had a dragon run rampant? Ever since Hiccup defeated the Red Death, there was a permanent peace between Vikings and dragons. Granted, Hiccup had still been working to teach the more wild dragons of Berk how to properly behave when in and around the village. **_Maybe that's how the fire started? An out-of-control dragon?_**

Quickly, she pushed the thoughts from her mind. It really didn't matter how the fire started. What did matter was that she had to find a way out before she was burned to a crisp, a fate that sounded quite unpleasant. Not to mention that if she did not escape from the rising flames soon, she would no longer be able to breathe. Already, it was getting harder as the smoke from the flames seemed to devour everything nearby.

Before she could further formulate a plan, she felt claws on her shoulders, lifting her to safety. **_Stormfly!_** Looking up, though, she did not see the blue hue of her dragon's fireproof skin. Instead, she saw…nothing. She was flipped and swiftly landed on the dragon's back. The first thing she noticed was the saddle. **_There's only one person I know who could craft something like this for a dragon!_** Next, she noticed the back of the exact person that she was thinking about and had been thinking of all day. "Hiccup!"

He turned back and gave Astrid that goofy crooked smile that she loved so much. "That was a bit of a close call, huh, Astrid?"

**_Does he know what started this fire? _**"Hiccup, what is going on? Why is Berk going up in flames?"

"Honestly, I don't know, but we can't stay here. We have to find something to put out the fires."

They continued their flight out to the waters when Astrid heard a different sound, one not associated with the fires. It was the sound of rain. The rain started slow, but picked up quickly, so quickly that it hindered Hiccup's ability to smoothly fly Toothless. As she looked backed at the village, Astrid saw a welcoming sight. "Hiccup, the rain is putting out the fires! We can go back now!"

Hiccup went to make the necessary adjustment to the positioning of the pedal to control the tailfin. Before he could successfully accomplish this, a quick flash of lightning connected with the metal rods. "The lightning just broke the connecting rod. I can't move Toothless's tailfin," he frantically informed Astrid. "I guess I should be lucky that it didn't strike my leg." He glanced down at his still-connected prosthetic.

The wind was too strong for Toothless and Astrid, who was not lucky enough to be connected to the saddle, was flung off. She could see the dark, churning waters rapidly approaching, but she was stopped before she hit them. Looking upwards, she saw that Stormfly had taken ahold of her during the freefall. "Stormfly! Thank Thor! Wait, where's Hiccup and Toothless?"

Looking up, she saw them. Hiccup was having trouble staying on the saddle as the wind was growing stronger. Toothless was not faring much better than his rider. To Astrid's horror, she watched the wind grab hold of the rope connecting Hiccup to Toothless's saddle. Toothless, sensing his rider's sudden absence, tried to dive and save him, but, with the strong gusts of wind, the chances of the dragon reaching the falling boy were steadily decreasing. "Stormfly, we have to save him!"

Stormfly flew at her top speed, but it was no use as Hiccup and Toothless hit the water, sinking almost immediately. The Nadder and her dangling rider hovered near the spot where the other two had sunk and waited but neither boy nor dragon resurfaced. Sensing danger, Stormfly, despite Astrid's pleas, refused to drop any closer to the unsettled waters. Astrid was forced to face the harsh truth. Her boyfriend and his dragon were… "Hiccup? NO!"

"NO!" Her scream continued as she bolted upright. **_What? Where am I? Hiccup!_** Her last thought was quickly erased as she remembered that Hiccup was fine. He had not just fallen into the cruel and unforgiving waters.**_Hiccup is away on his mission. He's okay._** Outside her window, Astrid could hear the tapping of the rain falling to the ground, a sound that had replicated itself in her nightmare.

"Astrid, is everything okay?" her mother asked, knocking lightly on her daughter's closed bedroom door.

"Everything's fine. It was just a nightmare. I'm going back to sleep now."

Her mother left without another word and Astrid smiled slightly at the concern. She lay back down on the bed, but sleep did not come easily, even with the soft pattering of the rain outside. Astrid couldn't stop thinking about the nightmare she'd just experienced. Parts of it had felt so real. She could still feel Stormfly's talons digging lightly into her shoulders. She could still hear the soft splash that had followed when Hiccup and Toothless had hit the water. **_It's probably nothing._** Shutting her eyes, Astrid tried to relax and return to sleep. Somewhere in the back of her mind, though, the nightmare lingered and left her with an ounce of uncertainty and fear.

* * *

><p><strong>When I said that this chapter wouldn't be all that good…I lied. This turned into a very fun chapter to write, so I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Originally, that nightmare was not in the plans, but as I was writing, it sounded kinda fun and the idea formed from there.<strong>

**We check back in with Hiccup and Toothless in the next chapter. You don't want to miss it! Speaking of the next chapter…**

**Next chapter: I'm going to plan on posting the next chapter on Thursday after 10 PM US East Coast time. We'll test the accuracy of that prediction (as always!).**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: February 9, 2014**


	9. Deserted Island

**I guess we've sat on that Hiccup cliffhanger long enough. How's he been doing since that disastrous storm? Is he even still alive? What became of Toothless? Fear not! All shall be answered in this chapter…well, maybe not all, but most of your burning questions, I'm sure.**

**Review Replies:**

**_kitty.0_****: Yep, time to find out what happened to Hiccup. Also, yeah, Berk is going to be waiting awhile before they learn of Hiccup's fate and…by then…**

**_aaquater_****: That is one reason for the time skips, yeah. They will also be there to progress time and keep readers interested. Oh, that means nothing! I'm looking forward to seeing Astrid's worrying too! Also, the idea is to surprise everyone about the rescuers, but I seem to not be very suspenseful lately, so…**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: All good guesses! The possibilities really are endless. I'm looking forward to more of this worried Astrid too. I guess it really wasn't all that soon, but here's the next update.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 9: Deserted Island<span>

Silence. That was what Hiccup heard at first, but as he slowly began to come to, he heard the soft lapping of water along a beach. As he became more and more aware, he could feel water embracing his already wet clothing. It was rhythmic, the water coming in and receding back out to its origin. Slowly, Hiccup opened his heavy eyes and found himself staring up at a calm blue sky. Some fluffy white clouds drifted lazily by overhead. All remnants of the storm had disappeared, leaving, in their place, a pleasant day.

Picking himself up slowly, one of Hiccup's hands immediately shot up to his pained forehead. He was not sure if the headache still stemmed from all the blood draining there while he was hanging suspended by his metal leg in the stirrup on Toothless's saddle or if the pain had something to do with when he'd finally made contact with the ground. Overwhelmed, Hiccup let himself fall back down and allowed the water to wash up around him again. He tried to look around and get a feeling for the surrounding in which he now found himself, but each time Hiccup tried to move his head, the pain of his forehead would sting again, bringing tears to his eyes. Hopefully that would go away soon because he really needed to get up and find Toothless. The dragon had to be nearby…right?

As he waited for the pain to subside, Hiccup tried to piece together the missing parts in his memory. He recalled the storm and he remembered staring down at the raging ocean, the only thing stopping his descent being his connected prosthetic leg in the stirrup of Toothless's saddle. There was no way Hiccup could forget that; he had never been more scared in his life…well, maybe whenever he'd set Toothless free that first time and he was certain the Night Fury was going to eat him or set him ablaze. Returning to piecing back his memory, Hiccup remembered that he should check for broken bones. Moving his arms and legs, he concluded that they were sore but, otherwise, perfectly fine. Even his prosthetic leg had escaped the fall unscathed.

Hiccup knew that he had to get up soon and find shelter. If he stayed here, the water would begin to get colder as the sun dropped and he would quickly freeze to his death. He also had to find Toothless.

The unanswered questions continued to pile up in the back of Hiccup's mind as he tried again to sit up. How did he get there? Had he fallen into the waters and been washed ashore like a piece of driftwood? Where was Toothless? Was Toothless okay? Was this island (because Hiccup had most definitely concluded that he was on an island somewhere) on the map his father had given to him? Would this be a set-back to his plan of flying to the secluded village and training their dragons as quick as possible?

This time, Hiccup was able to sit up without feeling dizzy or sickened by a pounding headache. Taking this as a good sign, he slowly brought himself up to his feet. At first, he was a little unsteady and it reminded him of his first days learning to walk with the new prosthetic. When he felt confident on his feet, he walked a little faster, the urgency to find Toothless propelling him forward.

As Hiccup walked along the beach, he quickly learned that this island was deserted. There were no villages or people around. He did not even encounter any wildlife, such as dragons. **_I'm truly alone…well, me and Toothless…if I can just find him…_**

Up ahead, a black mass lay on the beach and Hiccup did not have to think twice; he knew what it was. "Toothless!" he yelled, but received no response from his dragon. Running as quickly as his shaky legs would allow, Hiccup made it to his friend's side. "Toothless!" he yelled again, but softer as his throat was dry and dehydrated. Still his friend remained motionless and silent. **_No…no, this can't be…_** "T-Toothless?" his voice cracked, but, this time, it was not because his throat was too dry.

Placing a shaking hand to the Night Fury's scales, Hiccup felt that they were still warm. **_It hasn't been too long, then._** Hiccup's heart felt as though it was slowly shattering into many small pieces.**_ How could this have happened? I should've been there… _**He squeezed his eyes shut tight. **_Now is a bad time to cry…but…_**

A rumbling startled Hiccup. The sound had come from nearby. Starting, Hiccup looked to Toothless's face and found that the dragon's eyes were now open. "Toothless! Oh, thank Thor!" He could not contain his excitement as he hugged the dragon's neck. His arms did not fully encircle the Night Fury's neck, but that was normal. "Oh, Gods, I thought…" but he was cut off as Toothless's rough tongue ran the entire length of his face, drenching it and his hair in dragon saliva. The gesture, Hiccup knew, was Toothless's way of telling his rider to stop worrying because he was fine. Normally, Hiccup would groan and wipe the spit from his face, but this time he didn't; he was satisfied enough just knowing that his friend was okay.

Hiccup checked the saddle and found that all their supplies were still intact, drenched from the ocean water, but safely secured. "Well, that's a relief," Hiccup told Toothless who made a soft noise in agreement. Feeling better, Hiccup was ready to again set out on their mission. "We should get back on our way. The sooner we get there, the sooner we can get back home to Berk. Can you fly, Toothless?"

The dragon made another soft noise and Hiccup caught the small shake of Toothless's head. "No?" he questioned, confused. "Are you hurt? I did pack some materials that I could use to…" Toothless interrupted again as he moved his tail so that Hiccup could see it. Either sometime during the storm or in the impact with the water or the sand, Toothless prosthetic tailfin had been shredded. Just by looking at it, Hiccup knew there was nothing he could do; he had not brought any extra materials with him, something that he was now highly regretting. "I see. Guess we'll be staying here on this island longer than we'd hoped, huh, Bud?"

* * *

><p><strong>So, I just watched the new Dragons ep before posting this. Gods, that was so sad… All the feels. Anyway…hope you liked this chapter even though it was super late. I haven't had much time lately because I've been working a lot of hours at my jobs. Yes, jobs. Plural.<strong>

**Next chapter: I'm probably going to aim for next Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time. I know that's a whole week away, but maybe if I overshoot my predictions, I'll have a better chance at keeping them.**

**As always thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky.**

**Posted: February 20, 2014**


	10. Surrogate Leader of the Academy

**I am sorry that I did not get this up when I said that I would. I've been working a lot and I also had to complete some online training for one of my jobs. However, I am back and so is Wheel! Looks like it's Astrid's turn again. I wonder which is the most anticipated of the POVs…Astrid's or Hiccup's? Which do we most look forward to reading? Anyway…**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: That he is. How will Hiccup get himself out of this mess? Guess we'll find out soon enough.**

**_aaquater_****: I wondered if anyone would get worried…but I couldn't kill Toothless. He reminds me too much of my cat. Haha. Is the island truly deserted? I dunno…Haha.**

**_kitty.0_****: Very true, because I can guarantee that Hiccup did not bring any medicines or healing ointments with him either. He was definitely not prepared for this trip!**

**_Guest (anonymous)_****: Yep, those two got off pretty easily. I wonder how they're going to get off the island too. Haha. More Astrid drama coming right up!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 10: Surrogate Leader of the Academy<span>

Astrid had intended to begin leading academy classes the day after Hiccup left. That way, she decided, the responsibility would stray her thoughts away from her boyfriend's absence. However, Berk's wonderful weather had other plans. The storm that had woken Astrid from her nightmare had lingered for several days, continuously dumping its heavy rainwater over the village. Finally, the storm clouds were gone and the sun had returned; it was now time for her to begin leading classes.

On her way to the academy with Stormfly that morning, Astrid found the rest of her friends and reminded them that classes were resuming, making sure to tell them what time she wished to start that day. With nothing better to do, Astrid just decided to head to the academy early and prepare for the day ahead of her. Viking and dragon entered the academy together. Stormfly walked into the open center, but Astrid lingered back in the doorway for just a bit longer, surveying the space in front of her. Hiccup had put much of his free time into this place, creating an environment conducive for learning. Thinking of Hiccup's passion and love for dragons brought a smile to Astrid's face. It was truly amazing. What was even more amazing was the looming realization that she would soon be teaching her friends. Even though Hiccup had almost instantly made her his second-in-command regarding Berk Dragon Academy business, she had never really done all that much. There were no complaints from Astrid, though. She knew that Hiccup's knowledge of all things dragon related far exceeded hers; he had studied them while she had been solely focused on fighting them. The only time Astrid would have ever needed to run lessons at the academy would be if Hiccup was ever too sick and bedridden. That never happened, though; Hiccup seemed to have some strange immunity. Even when all of Berk was sick and delirious with Eel Pox, Hiccup managed to be that one Viking who'd stayed completely healthy. Even Astrid herself, strong as she is, had been hit with a touch of the sickness, but, luckily, Hiccup had returned in time to give her medicine before she could get too delirious with hallucinations. Now, though, Hiccup was not sick and, yet, she would be teaching the rest of their friends. Hiccup had taught her so much since Berk had made peace with the dragons and she felt confident that she would uphold the traditions that Hiccup had set in place when his father turned the former arena over to the young heir.

Soon the others would be arriving (that is, if they arrive on time as they are supposed to), so Astrid pushed her thoughts aside, locking them in the back of her mind with the rest of her stored memories of Hiccup and the times they had shared. Until he returned, the memories were all she had, so she had to cherish them. Preparing the arena for the day's lesson, Astrid, with the help of Stormfly, had a confident set-up in place by the time the others entered the academy. A cold wind blew through the academy and Astrid shivered. Ever since that rain storm passed through, temperatures on Berk had dropped even lower. **_How nice it would be to have Hiccup here!_** His embrace, she knew, would warm her in an instant. Instead, she had Stormfly, the dragon sheltering her rider with a wing. Though it was warmer, it still wasn't the same. Gods, she missed Hiccup!

The other riders slowly began to filter into the arena. As expected, Fishlegs arrived first and Astrid smiled slightly. There were just some things that would never change and that was comforting to the young girl. Snotlout and the twins arrived together and finally they were all present.

"Good. Everyone listened when I told them that academy classes were resuming again," Astrid began. "As you all are aware, Hiccup is away and will be for quite some time. In his absence, he has asked me to carry on with the daily activities here at the Berk Dragon Academy. So, until Hiccup's return, I will be leading your lessons, got it?"

Everyone nodded, but Astrid did not miss their true feelings about what she had just said. They all sounded to be holding back groans. Even Fishlegs, who normally enjoyed the lessons and all things dragons-related, looked less than enthusiastic about the new surrogate teacher. Astrid did not know why they would feel this way, though. She had not yet taught any academy lessons (though she had threatened to at times), so the others did not know the way she would be running the daily lessons. Maybe that was it; they figured that she would drive them much harder than Hiccup. It was true that her personality definitely contrasted Hiccup's. Hiccup was soft and tended to run the academy in a passive-aggressive way. In fact, Astrid could not recall many times when Hiccup had become seriously upset about anything; most times, he would get frustrated by the lack of attention from his "students" but he tended not to get angry. Astrid, however, would never stand to just be pushed around and that must be the cause for the lack of enthusiasm from the others. **_Well, like it or not, this is how it's going to be until Hiccup returns. Odin give me strength and knowledge._**

"In case you haven't figured it out yet, I'm not Hiccup and I will not run lessons in the same way that he does. Like it or not, though, you're just going to have to deal with it until he gets back. From what I've heard, the quest that his father sent him on was pretty important. Now, let's get started."

Astrid had begun the lesson only a mere half an hour ago and already she could feel her head beginning to hurt. She'd definitely need to grab an ice block once she got home. Her perfectly-planned lesson was shattering right before her eyes as Snotlout and the twins took turns challenging her authority. Those three always seemed to think that they knew better and that was never the case. Thank the Gods that nothing had gotten blown up…yet. Yes, yet. The day wasn't over. **_Gods, how does Hiccup put up with this every day? Well, I did agree to do this every day, but how am I ever going to get anything accomplished? When is Hiccup supposed to be back again? I don't think it can come soon enough…_**

* * *

><p><strong>Oh, Astrid, if only you had known what you were getting yourself into when you agreed to take Hiccup's place as leader of the Berk Dragon Academy! Well, it's almost 4 AM already, so I'm gonna cut this ending AN short tonight. Just wanted to get this up since it's been awhile since the last chapter's update.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: We return to Hiccup and Toothless as they find out more about this island on which they have found themselves stranded.**

**Next Chapter: I'll try to aim to have next chapter posted up Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Posted: March 1, 2014**


	11. You Were Right, Mommy

**Time for more news on Hiccup! Well, I don't have much to say, so I'll let the RRs do the talking for me this time! By the way, hold that thought on the question I asked in the last chapter (most anticipated POV). I'll be reviving that question later on in the story!**

**Review Replies:**

**_Ferdoos_****: Thanks. Yes, she is definitely in for a challenge because her leading the Berk Dragon Academy was Hiccup's wish for while he was gone and she wouldn't want to let her wonderful boyfriend down!**

**_WikiSorceror_****: Parallels between the different POVs in the chapters? Yeah, because they're alternating back and forth between Hiccup and Astrid, the timeline is pretty similar to show Hiccup's journey as well as the situations with Astrid and the rest of Berk.**

**_aaquater_****: Yep. Astrid's all "I will force you to do what I want" and get no results other than a headache and Hiccup is like "Can we get something done?" and get no results other than the frustration of teaching Snotlout and the twins. Maybe we need a character that combines the two. Haha.**

**_kitty.0_****: Nope, Astrid thought she could handle it all just fine and pretty much blindly agreed to help out Hiccup while he is away. She'll have fun with that as the days continue!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 11: "You Were Right, Mommy"<span>

After making sure that Toothless had not sustained any serious wounds in the fall, Hiccup determined that he and his dragon should take a walk around and become acquainted and familiar with their surroundings, seeing as they would be spending more time here than originally planned. Once Toothless was ready to go, Hiccup used his prosthetic to draw a line in the sand. He made sure to draw it way back away from the shoreline so it would not be washed away. The only thing that could possibly disturb it would be wind, but, so far, the wind had been calm and the sand on the beach had yet to be displaced. "This line shows where we started," Hiccup explained to Toothless, but he was certain that he did not have to; his dragon was smart, smarter than most breeds. "Let's just keep walking and follow the shoreline, Bud. Once we find out how large this place is, we can start exploring the woods inland." Looking at the sun's current position, Hiccup began to walk and Toothless followed at his side.

As the two continued to walk the shoreline, Hiccup's earlier guess looked more and more accurate. This land appeared to be an island, but they would know soon enough. It was not long until Hiccup saw his starting line scratched out in the dirt up ahead of him. He and Toothless had walked a complete circuit and it was confirmed that the land upon which he found himself was indeed an island. Immediately when his prosthetic touched the drawn line, Hiccup looked up to the sun. According to the sun's position, the walk around the island had not taken longer than an hour. In fact, it looked to be closer to a half an hour. "This island isn't very big," Hiccup told Toothless who seemed to nod in reply. "Not only that, but there are no coastal villages. If anyone lives on this island, they must live further inland. We'll have to explore again tomorrow, Toothless." The sun was dipping lower and Hiccup did not want to risk them getting lost in the woods overnight without knowing what might possibly be living in there.

Darkness would be approaching soon and there was something Hiccup wanted to check while he was still able. Was this island on the map or was it uncharted? If the island was on the map, Hiccup should still be able to chart their course and they could soon carry on their way and continue the mission. Hiccup, skilled with his inventions, felt confident that he could find enough twigs to make a pseudo-prosthetic tailfin outline for Toothless. If two or three twigs were placed together for every piece of metal rod that had been damaged in the fall, they might just be sturdy enough as a make-shift, at least until he could get to his destination. He was certain that the village blacksmith would be more than willing to allow him access to the forge to create a new tailfin. For the make-shift tailfin, then, Hiccup could use leaves instead of fabrics. There sure appeared to be an abundance of twigs and leaves here on this island.

Unrolling the map, Hiccup located Berk and then used his finger to trace out the path he and Toothless had been flying. It was difficult to determine exactly where on the map they would have been when they had encountered the storm. To make matters worse, the storm could have severely thrown them off their intended course. From what he could gather, though, Hiccup realized that this very island did not appear to have been charted. If the island was not charted on the map, then it was one unknown to the Vikings on Berk. If it weren't for his important mission, Hiccup would be pleased that he had managed to find a new island. However, now was not the time for such excitement and pleasure. This situation could turn out very badly if he and Toothless were stuck here for too long. Hiccup had no idea what other living creatures he and Toothless might face while on this island. What if there was something out there that could overpower Toothless? Not just that, but Hiccup had not brought that much extra food with him for himself and Toothless. They would need to eat, but they may also have to ration what they had. **_Hopefully there is something out there in the woods that we can use for food until we can get off this island._** Though Hiccup was not enthusiastic about killing living animals, his and Toothless's survival would have to be a priority.

Sitting down in the sand, Hiccup looked out to the endless ocean, reflecting the rippling image of the setting sun. Toothless joined him, also staring out in the same direction as his rider. "I…just don't know what to do, Bud," he told his friend without taking his gaze from the ocean. The dragon made a soft noise and Hiccup took that to mean he should continue. "I don't know where we are or in which direction lies Berk. My father always said that it's not easy to be a leader. There would be tough situations and difficult decisions. He says this mission is one worthy of an adult, of a Berk Viking, but…" he stopped, choking slightly on his words. "I thought my days of being 'Hiccup the Useless' ended with the war, but…here I am, just as useless now as I was then." He looked down to the sand, shifting it slightly with his hands. "I guess I'm just not ready to lead…to be Berk's chief," he finished in a whisper, but Toothless's heightened hearing easily picked up on every soft word.

Laying back and squeezing his eyes shut, Hiccup tried not to let ten years of frustrations and struggles get to him, but it was a losing battle. The tears began to flow even before he could stop them. A conversation from years back surfaced from the depths of Hiccup's memories and it comforted him.

888

_The smallest boy in the village ran through town, dodging the other larger Vikings. This boy, though very much unlike the others who resided here, had a big smile on his face and a genuine laugh as he ran. From a good distance back, he could hear a woman call for him, but this was his game, his race, and he was winning._

"_Hiccup! For Odin's sake, Hiccup slow down!" his mother called, but looking back quickly, he could see the small smile playing on her face._

_Unfortunately, for the clumsy and accident-prone boy, this distraction caused him to slip up and he tripped, his knee scrapping across the village's gravel road on his way to the ground. This gave Hiccup's mother a chance to catch up to her fallen four-year-old son and scoop him up in her surprisingly strong arms._

_Taking Hiccup home, she gently placed him on the floor of their house. The boy's face was very red and his chest was heaving. Hiccup's knees hurt badly, the pain overwhelming for the young boy, but still he tried his best to appear strong and not cry. His father, the mighty chief of the tribe, had once told him that crying was for the weak. It would make him less of a man to appear scared or pained._

_Hiccup's mother, always intuitive about her son, kneeled down so she could look directly into her son's eyes. She knew that he was trying not to cry about the pain and she had a pretty good guess as to why he was trying to conceal how he felt. "Hiccup," she spoke to him softly to get his attention. "It's okay to cry. You know that, right?"_

"_But Daddy said…"_

"_Your father means well, Hiccup, but in this case, he's not correct. He measures strength physically, by how powerful Vikings are as people, but, sometimes, being strong means acknowledging that you are hurting. Regardless of what he says, Hiccup, it does not make you any less a man to show your tears, your weaknesses. In fact, a real man is not afraid to admit his faults and wrongs; he's not afraid to show that he is conflicted or pained. Please, Hiccup, do not ever just hold those feelings inside because you can't possibly hope to suppress them."_

_Her voice was so soft, calm, and soothing. Hiccup felt safe within his mother's words and, slowly at first, the tears unleashed and, for one of the first times since his birth, Hiccup allowed himself to cry. As Hiccup cried, his mother tied some fabric tightly around her son's wounded knee, but the boy did not take notice._

_A little while later, when Hiccup finally felt all cried out, he wiped lingering tears from his eyes and looked up to his mom. A small smile began to form on his face. "You were right, Mommy. I feel much better now."_
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Hiccup opened his eyes from the memory and found himself staring at the dark sky above him; the last lights of the day had already faded below the horizon. He wiped lingering tears from his eyes and gave a small smile at the fleeting memory. "You were right, Mommy. I feel much better now," he murmured, so soft and garbled that not even Toothless could hear.

He sighed, missing his mother more than he had in a long time. His mother had passed on not long after this day when she had reminded him that it was okay to cry. She had been everything he'd always wished to be; she was fierce and tough, an excellent Viking, yet caring and compassionate and loved by her family and friends.

Strangely comforted, Hiccup turned to his dragon who had also lain down, facing out at the dark ocean waters with his head resting on his paws. As a Night Fury, Toothless blended perfectly in with the black surroundings, but Hiccup could make out his outline. "I guess we should just get some rest and then we can explore those woods inland tomorrow. Okay, Bud?"

Toothless, stealthy and silent, shifted to encircle Hiccup. In one final move, Toothless spread one of his wings overtop Hiccup. This would keep the boy warm and safe. Hiccup, taking these movements to be Toothless's way of agreeing with his suggestion, shut his eyes once again and drifted into a peaceful sleep filled with memories and visions of his mother and childhood days.

* * *

><p><strong>Longer chapter for you all, but as I was writing, I saw that flashback forming and just had to add it. I dunno about you all, but moments between Young!Hiccup and his mother really make me happy. I'm kinda hoping that we see some little Hiccup in the second movie or TV series. I want to see what he looked like!<strong>

**But…um…yeah, let's see…oh, right… Coming Up Next: Astrid's continued frustrations of daily academy training and…**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably aim for next Sunday after 10 PM US East Coast time. Have a great week in the meantime!**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: March 2, 2014**


	12. To Be A Leader

**Time to return to Astrid. Has she managed to figure out a trick to teaching the others at the Academy? Let us find out! Well…yeah, I'll just skip to the RRs. I never have anything to say anymore!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks!**

_**kitty.0**_**: I would love to just write some stories about younger Hiccup and his mom, but I never know what to write about!**

_**aaquater**_**: Yes, it is quite a small island. Why do you get that feeling? Maybe because the island has that weird "deserted island" feeling? Haha.**

_**lucas andrade.311056**_**: Good question! I have about half of this story planned out so far. My planning is done chapter by chapter, so I know roughly what I want to happen in each chapter. Of course, things (such as the Hiccup flashback) come to me as I'm writing and then I decide whether or not to add them based on if they fit the style of the current chapter. As for when I write, I base my ETAs around my work schedule, which varies slightly on a weekly basis. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Hiccup-sickness…I love it! Guess Astrid is an inventor too! The twig/leaf idea is meant as a temporary solution, so, no, it wouldn't hold up in strong winds. Another storm could possibly mean a more desperate situation for Hiccup and Toothless. We've seen little Astrid (in the TV series) so we could do for some little Hiccup. I'd like to see a visualization of Stoick's line "From the time he could crawl, he's been…different." P.S. Excellent questions. We'll find out soon enough, I suppose. Maybe even within the next several chapters. Now, it's time for more Astrid drama!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 12: To Be A Leader<span>

It has been almost a week since Astrid took over teaching classes at the Academy. Actually, it had been exactly five days and she had made little progress since day one. There had been several days already where Astrid had taught her daily lesson, but she was unsure exactly how much of the training Snotlout and the twins had actually retained. _**Maybe it's time for a quiz. Still, what good is that going to do? It's not like they'll be graded on it. Pass or fail, we're all still Vikings of Berk anyway.**_

Astrid found it increasingly harder and harder to wake herself up each morning. Her dreams were no longer nightmares, but, instead, blissful memories or visions of life with her boyfriend. Gods, how she missed him still! _**I wonder if he has made it to that island yet. If not, he should be getting close. It's been over a week since he left Berk. **_

A call from nearby brought Astrid from her thoughts. It was her mother, telling her to come eat some breakfast. Astrid's parents were well aware of their daughter's new position as temporary leader of the Berk Dragon Academy and they always did their best to support her. Entering the room where the Hofferson family ate their meals, Astrid took a seat and silently began to eat the food that had been prepared for her. As she thought ahead to the day before her, another day trying her best to teach lessons at the Academy, Astrid sighed.

She had hoped that her parents would not notice, but she had no such luck. "What troubles you, Astrid?" her mother asked her.

Pushing some of her food across her plate, Astrid, without looking up, answered, "I dunno…it's just…I guess that I expected leading the Academy to be so much easier. Hiccup makes it look so simple and, now…I just feel that he's going to return to Berk and see that I did not manage to accomplish anything while he was gone. I don't know what to do…how to effectively lead the classes every day."

Her parents took their seats at the table and Astrid knew that this had somehow turned into an advice chat. She was well familiar with such circumstances; her parents had used this method to give her advice from the time she was small and, most of the time, it did help her to feel much better.

"Being a leader, Astrid," her father began, "is never easy. Have you ever thought about why Hiccup seems to make leading classes look so easy?" Seeing his daughter shake her head slightly in response, he continued, "Let's think about it then. What makes Hiccup so good at leading classes? Or, better yet, what do you know about Hiccup? What type of person is he, Astrid?"

Her father's voice was soft, gently pushing her to answer. Yet, Astrid was hesitant. What type of answer did her father want her to give him? "Well…Hiccup is…" She paused slightly, wondering how she could possibly describe her boyfriend. "…kind, compassionate, and patient. I tried that, but…"

Astrid was cut off by her father. "Yes, Hiccup's personality is one that helps him. From what I've seen, the boy is resilient; he can bounce back no matter what is thrown at him. However, that is not all I'm saying. What else do you know about him, Astrid?"

_**Might as well state the obvious…**_ "He's the one Viking on Berk who best understands dragons. I mean, he did teach me most of what he knows, but…"

"Yes," her father interrupted again, nodding slightly, "being knowledgeable about the topic you are teaching is helpful. What about Hiccup's heritage?"

Astrid could feel herself starting to get frustrated. _**You already know the answer to that question, so why are you asking me?**_ "He's the son of our chief. Come on, everyone knows that. What message are you trying to tell me? Why are you asking me to sit here and analyze my boyfriend?"

"What I'm saying is that Hiccup has grown up in the shadow of a respected leader for his entire life. Being a leader is something that is in his blood, so naturally he would be good at it."

"Well, that makes sense," Astrid sighed, sarcastically.

"But," her father continued, "It's not just because he's a naturally-born leader that makes Hiccup good at leading the Academy. It's a combination of all that you just mentioned and more. Hiccup has developed his own style and it works; his style, one probably forged through years of hardships and set-backs, captures the attention of your friends and that is why they listen to him. I know what you're going to say," he said quickly, seeing that Astrid was ready to again retaliate, "I've often heard you say that it seems as if Hiccup 'gives in' too much, that he does not have a strong backbone. That is one important part of being a leader. You will have to make decisions, difficult decisions that will impact everyone. There will always be resistance to your choices, but, if your choices benefit the majority, then some sacrifices have to be made. Do you understand better now, Astrid?"

Thinking about what she just heard, Astrid nodded slightly. "Yeah, I think so. I guess I can try that. Thank you." Standing up, she left her house and headed in the direction of the Academy. On her way, she whistled for Stormfly and mounted her dragon once the Nadder arrived at her side.

As they flew toward the Academy, Astrid remembered back to a night almost a week ago. The nightmare she'd had about Hiccup's death was still fresh in her mind, though she had attempted to push it to the back and not think about it. However, now, she felt uneasy. Something about the nightmare just didn't feel right; it had felt too real. She wondered if she should make known how she felt._** I shouldn't be worrying. Hiccup is okay, isn't he?**_ Still the feeling lingered, pressing on her, not letting her forget what she had seen that night. She knew what she had to do. Patting Stormfly, Astrid leaned down, whispering new instructions to her obedient dragon.

Not even a moment later, Stormfly touched down and Astrid jumped off, walking over to the door that stood in front of her. She was hesitant to knock, knowing that the person inside would, most likely, not like what she had to say, but it had to be done. Softly, she knocked and waited for confirmation to enter, words that came quickly after she had dropped her arm. Pushing the door open just enough to enter, Astrid entered a dark home. This surprised her a little. She had been here a few times and there was usually more candlelight than this.

Walking forward, she found the person she was looking for, seated in a chair near the fire pit. This was not the first time she had entered the home to see him seated here. In fact, this time felt very similar to the last.

"What brings you here today, Astrid? I thought you would be over at the Academy teaching the classes for Hiccup."

"I was just heading that way, actually, but…" she paused, realizing that she had been speaking quite quickly. Composing herself, Astrid started again. "Chief…there's something I need to tell you…"

* * *

><p><strong>I wasn't sure if I was going to be able to get this up tonight as promised because my dad shut off the internet connection for the afternoon. However, here it is. I hope you enjoyed. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup explores inland on the island. What will he find when he leaves the beach?**

**Next chapter: I'll probably try to have it posted Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. **

**Thanks for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: March 10, 2014**


	13. Exploring the Island

**So…random thought…I used to know how to do this, but when the site changed everything, I no longer knew anymore. When I put in the main characters for the story (like, you can see it says "Astrid, Hiccup" for this story), how do I order them? Like…instead of having Astrid first, I want it to say "Hiccup, Astrid" (with Hiccup's name before Astrid's). I see that it's possible because other stories have them switched and such. It frustrates me because every time I try to fix it, the site reverts it back to this way and that's not correct/the way I want it to be. Anyway…**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Yes, hopefully, because it looks like she will be head instructor for a while. **

_**kitty.0**_**: And both of the last two chapters had Hiccup and Astrid receiving advice from their parents…even though Hiccup's was a memory.**

_**aaquater**_**: Maybe because many of the islands we have seen in the Dragons TV show have not had forests on them, but, of course, this island is unknown to Berkians. I actually enjoy playing with the idea of Astrid's parents because we don't know anything about them. This story just seems like one where her parents would be supportive and loving…but it also takes place after Hiccup trains all the dragons and everyone changes their mind about him, so that also might have something to do with it! I'm quite pleased with how the last chapter ended.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: That she is! Was it that obvious? Haha. That is good! I never even thought about how Hiccup's having Astrid as his right-hand … uh, woman really does help him out. Although, Stoick seems quite fine (better than fine, actually) without one…right-hand man, I mean. Well, I guess we shall find out in this chapter because it's time for Hiccup and Toothless to go exploring. Funny, this chapter was already in the works when you posted your review. It's like a sixth-sense…or something.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 13: Exploring the Island<span>

Hiccup woke up the next morning….actually, it was more like he was wrenched harshly from the happiness of his dreams and forced back into a reality where he was stranded on a strange island. The sun was just as harsh as it hit his awakening eyes and he was forced to close them again until they could adjust to the light. Looking around, Hiccup realized that Toothless was no longer nearby. At this realization, Hiccup jerked fully awake and sat up rather quickly. He was just about to cry out for his friend when he noticed that the dragon was over closer to the edge of the beach where the lapping waves were slowly rolling in and receding. _**What's he doing over there?**_ Hiccup wondered as he pulled himself up from where he had been laying while he was sleeping.

Walking slowly over to where Toothless was sitting, Hiccup tried to figure out why his dragon had moved. Toothless was usually very protective of Hiccup and the boy knew that the dragon would not normally leave the boy out in the open, unprotected, even if it was only a separation of a few feet. As he approached, he found Toothless looking out over the relatively-still waters. Hiccup began to understand. Toothless was looking at waters, hoping for fish; the dragon was hungry. Much as he hated to admit it, Hiccup was also hungry. Rationing their food had left them with very small portions at meal times and, eventually, the supply was going to run out completely; Hiccup had not planned on being stranded on some island when he had packed the emergency food supply.

Toothless had not noticed Hiccup's arrival, so the boy placed his hand softly on the scales of the dragon's back. Startled, the dragon whirled around, baring his teeth and pinning Hiccup to the sand. "Whoa, whoa! Bud, it's just me!" Hiccup yelled out, knowing that Toothless could easily have fired a plasma blast. The dragon, seeing that the disturbance was merely caused by his rider, backed away and allowed Hiccup to stand once again. "Well…that was a little too close for comfort! Thanks for looking out for any danger, though, Bud. That makes me feel a little better and safer, I guess." Hiccup could see that Toothless felt bad for having almost attacked his rider, so the boy changed the topic of discussion. "So…how about we go exploring in that forest? Maybe we'll find some more food and then we won't have to eat so little each time."

Walking side-by-side, Hiccup and Toothless headed toward the forest. However, before they left the beach, Hiccup stopped to draw another line in the sand with his prosthetic. The line he had drawn yesterday was no longer in sight; the light wind overnight must've tossed the sand enough to blur it. "Like yesterday, this line will mark our starting place," he explained to Toothless. "Just in case we get a bit lost, we know to look for this line…hopefully." Hiccup knew that his plan was not foolproof. The line, while drawn far enough back from the waterline, could still be erased by the sand if the day grew windy. So far, though, he knew there was no need to worry. There was no wind and the day was starting off quite clear.

Together, side-by-side, the two began their exploration adventure into the woods. Having trekked many times through the forests of Berk, Hiccup knew to keep his eyes and ears open and alert at all times. Often, that could end up being the difference between life and death. Additionally, Hiccup and Toothless kept alert for any signs of wildlife. The boy didn't know what good it would do, though. He had only brought a small dagger along with him; he could not lift any heavier weapons. _**Toothless could probably…if he had to, but we'd have to find something edible first**_, Hiccup mused.

The walk through the woods was easy, too easy. Never once did Hiccup experience problems walking through the woods, even with his prosthetic leg. Very few times did Hiccup have to push branches aside to continue walking. It was not long before Hiccup pushed through some growth to find…another beach. He knew exactly what that meant. They, Hiccup and Toothless, had walked through the entire forest and made it to the other side of the island. "Come on, Toothless, we'll go back and take a different path. Just in case there's something we may have missed."

This time, Hiccup led the way and Toothless followed. As he continued on, walking this new path, Hiccup couldn't help but let his mind drift a little (only a little, though; he still needed to keep focused). Walking alone (well, almost) through the woods brought back memories, times when Hiccup would disappear into the Berkian woods, away from the hateful expressions and harsh whispers. Those woods had been his sanctuary as he knew these woods would never be.

So much had changed since then; Hiccup's whole life was different. Walking through these woods and the memories and feelings that surfaced only made Hiccup miss Berk more. When would they realize his absence? Would they search for him? That was a stupid question. Of course they would. His father would not rest knowing that his son was out there somewhere. Wait…what if they thought that… No! He had to keep optimistic that his tribe, his people, would not just presume him dead and move on. Blinking back stray tears, Hiccup turned his attention to the beach approaching in front of them. Once his feet hit the sand, Hiccup looked down, trying to spot the mark he had drawn earlier. No matter how hard he looked, the mark was not there. _**There's no way that it could have been erased…which means…**_ "Well, that path led us to a different part of this island…but still nothing," he told Toothless who had, long ago, established himself to be an excellent listener. From his leather vest, Hiccup pulled out his sketchpad and drew a map of the island based on his perceptions and observations. He drew the beaches on the edges, encircling the woods which, so far, showed simply a series of pathways.

For the rest of the day, Hiccup and Toothless explored all the paths in the woods and the boy noted them on his map. Once all the paths had been plotted on the accurately-drawn map, the young Viking and his dragon followed Hiccup's map back to the familiar beach. Along the way, they had managed to find some edible berries which Hiccup had added to his satchel. He had also noted the location on his map, just in case they would need to find some more berries later. There had also been some trees deeper in the woods that supplied some type of nut, but the shell was very hard. As he found them, Hiccup noted these trees on his map, but the nuts would have to be for an absolute last resort because Hiccup was not strong enough to crush them to eat and Toothless would just end up smashing the nuts into way-too-small pieces.

The last rays of sunlight were falling over the beach and rippling on the waves. Hiccup, a stick in his left hand, sat drawing in the sand as Toothless lay beside him. They had eaten dinner (well, if the meager meal could even be called that) some time ago. Now, they were just passing time until they felt ready to sleep once again. As Hiccup continued to sketch lines into the sand, he paused briefly to notice how the lines had come together perfectly; without realizing it, he had been sketching out a portrait of his beautiful girlfriend. He sighed sadly and shifted the sand, erasing the drawing. Turning to his dragon, Hiccup asked Toothless if he was also ready to call it a night. Sure, it was still early, but it wasn't like there was anything else to do anyway.

Toothless sheltered Hiccup and he relished the heat from the dragon as the setting sun began to chill the air around them. Hiccup stared into the blackness as he thought back on the day. Overall, it had been significantly less productive than he had hoped. The pair was not much closer to replenishing their food supply than they had been yesterday. Though Hiccup preferred to remain optimistic, he was starting to worry._** At this rate, our food supply is going to run out and we'll barely get by if we have to live on berries and nuts. I have got to find some way to get us off this island before that happens, but…how?**_

* * *

><p><strong>I apologize for the late update, but here's the next chapter now! The ending is kinda…but it'll do. Next chapter, there will be a slight timeskip. Just a heads-up. A more significant timeskip is also coming up very quickly. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: A letter has made its way to Berk. What does it say and what does happen when the chief and the dragon riders learn of it?**

**Next chapter: This weekend is going to be a bit busy for me, but I will try to have the next chapter posted on Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time. If it isn't, though, it's because I will not be home most of this weekend, so just a heads-up about that.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky.**

**Posted: March 21, 2014**


	14. The Letter

**This sounds like it's going to be a fun chapter. I'll be right back. I'm just gonna grab some pop—Nah, I don't need popcorn. Anyway, I hope you enjoy this angst-filled chapter. That reminds me, I think it's time this story had a genre change. I might be doing that in the near future. Anyway…**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Good guess! The update's super late, but here it is.**

_**kitty.0**_**: You could say that again. Poor guy! He just can't catch a break.**

_**aaquater**_**: I feel like I've tried that before, but I can play around with it again. This site tends to easily frustrate me sometimes. I hope they find food soon too and, nope, Toothless would definitely not like living off of berries. That would not quench his hunger at all. He wants fish…but (if Hiccup even managed to find any) they would be awfully salty.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: Thank you very much. Sorry to keep you waiting longer for the update.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Good question! I'd guess that Hiccup packed some dried meat in that handy satchel of his, but once that's gone, he's an SOL (survivor out of luck)since they've officially determined themselves to be the only inhabitants on this island. This chapter does sound good. I'm excited! Here's the (late!) update.**

_**Mara911**_**: Good guesses! Time to find out! I'm glad you like the story. Here's the next update. I'm sorry that it's so late!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 14: The Letter<span>

It had been almost a month's time since Astrid had felt compelled to veer off-course and change direction, walking to Hiccup's home instead of the Berk Dragon Academy. That day, she had sat down with the Chief, Hiccup's father, and told him about the nightmare she had experienced that stormy night after Hiccup had left to complete his mission. The Chief, an experienced listener, had let her speak, tell him the full story about how she had watched Hiccup and Toothless fall from the sky and plunge deep into the dark waters, how they had never resurfaced and she had awoken then with a strange foreboding feeling that something was amiss.

After hearing Astrid's recount of the nightmare, Chief Stoick was, at first, also worried for the safety of his son. However, as he then told Astrid, he had complete confidence in his son and assured her that this nightmare was probably just a manifestation of her fears. He had placed his large hand on her shoulder armor and told her to just give it time. "Hiccup will be back before you know it," he had softly told her. Astrid had left the house then. Honestly, she had not felt any better than when she had walked in to talk with Hiccup's father, but it was disrespectful to question the Chief's judgment (even when it was not completely sound).

As the month had passed, Astrid became more adept at leading academy lessons. The other teens had come to realize that Hiccup would not be back for a while (even though Astrid had told them that multiple times) so they had begun to listen to her and give her the same respect they would give to Hiccup. For Astrid, though, that was plenty enough. Now that each day at the Academy didn't automatically give her a headache, Astrid did not dread waking up each morning. She still preferred the comfort of her dreams, but she could live each day in the waking world too; all she had to do was keep the faith that someday soon her Hiccup would return home, back to Berk where he belonged.

Presently, it was early morning and Astrid was still safely shrouded in the comfort of sleep and the dreams it brought. The sun was just rising, but it was not yet time to wake; she had plenty of time to sleep and the dream she was having now was not one that she was so easily ready to let go of for, in it, she was standing face-to-face with her absent boyfriend whom she so dearly missed.

"Hiccup…" Astrid's voice trailed off in a whisper as she reached out to gently stroke his cheek. His skin beneath her fingertips felt so soft, just as she remembered. Moving closer, she embraced the boy and she felt his arms encircle her. "I miss you," she whispered into his ear. She could feel tears welling up in her eyes, but she willed herself not to cry; Astrid Hofferson did not cry. Ever. "When will you be back?"

"Actually…about that…Astrid…" he replied in his nervous stutter. However, before he could finish, an unseen force pulled him back, wrenching him from Astrid's grasp.

"Hiccup!"

"Astrid…help!"

Hiccup was gone and Astrid bolted upright in her bed. The bright sunlight shining through her window stung her eyes. Rubbing her eyes, Astrid let herself fall back down onto the bed. Her loose golden hair sprayed all around her. She was not ready to get up just yet; she wanted to figure out what this newest dream could've meant. After talking with the Chief almost a month ago, Astrid had resigned herself to feeling a little better about Hiccup, but now, after this latest dream, her fears had returned. _**There must be a reason for dreams...nightmares, like this! Something is not right. I want Hiccup to be okay, but, somehow, I don't think that he is.**_

Clearly she could not voice her concerns to the Chief. He'd probably just give her the same answer. Who else could she talk with about this? Maybe Gobber; the blacksmith always did seem to like Hiccup, even back in the days when the young Viking was not popular among those who lived in their village. Quickly, Astrid jumped out of bed, braided her hair, and put on her shoulder armor and leather headband.

The forge was right next to her house. She ran out the door and made to turn left toward the forge. However, a crowd over to her right caught her attention before she could follow through with her plan to talk with Gobber. Watching as the crowd moved together, on their way to some other place in the village, Astrid's curiosity got the best of her and she chose to follow them.

Astrid could barely see where the crowd was heading to, but finally they all stopped near the docks. Trying to see over the taller Vikings, Astrid finally was able to see what had captured their attention. Trader Johann had returned to Berk. Ready to turn away, Astrid was stopped as she took one last glance at the man in front of her, in front of them. Something did not seem quite right. Johann was usually so much more cheerful than he appeared to be on this day. _**What is going on?**_

"Where is Stoick? I have an urgent message to give to him," Johann asked the gathered villagers.

"I am here," Stoick's voice boomed around them, parting the crowd as the chief strode up to the edge of the dock. "What do you need to tell me?"

In one of Trader Johann's hands, Astrid noticed a folded letter. _**What is that?**_ Her question was answered almost immediately. "On my recent travels, there was this one island that I visited. They seemed a bit…how can I put it…distressed. As I was leaving, they asked me if I would soon be visiting Berk. When I said that I would soon be returning to your lovely island, they gave me this letter and asked that I hand-deliver it to Stoick the Vast, Berk's Chief."

The crowd quieted as Stoick took the letter and carefully unfolded it. Astrid watched his eyes skim over the written words. She watched the expression on his face change from one of surprise to one of worry. Bringing the letter down from his face, the Chief scanned the crowd. "Where is Astrid Hofferson?"

Everyone near Astrid looked to her as if this was the first time they had seen her standing by them. The crowd parted again, leaving a clear path for Astrid to walk up to the chief. She could not imagine why the chief would need to see her; she had not done anything wrong at the academy…had she? No, that wouldn't be it anyway. What was that letter about anyway? _**Guess I'll find out soon enough.**_

Slowly, Astrid walked up to the chief and waited to hear what he had to say to her. As it turned out, the chief said nothing to her. Instead, he just passed her the letter that he had just read. Her eyes first skimmed through the letter, but as she picked up on the subject and nature of the writing, Astrid shifted her gaze back up to the top, the beginning, and began to read.

_To the Chief of Berk,_

_It was agreed that your top dragon trainer would arrive within the fortnight. At the time of this writing, it has now been one month and we have yet to hear from this dragon trainer. This letter is written to both make you aware and to question the accuracy of our agreement._

The short letter was then signed by the other island's chieftain. Astrid could not find the words to speak so she just handed the letter back to her chief. _**Hiccup never made it? I knew that something wasn't quite right. I could sense it. What happened to Hiccup?**_

Stoick borrowed a piece of paper and pen from Trader Johann. The chief then scribbled another quick letter in reply. When he was finished and the new letter was safely in Trader Johann's hands with his solemn promise to "ensure the safe delivery of this letter", Berk's chief turned to the crowd. "My son…is missing. Anyone who has a dragon should meet me in the village center as soon as possible. We will be organizing search parties. We…will find Hiccup."

No one argued; everyone knew how much the chief now cared for his only son. Besides, the villagers were also eager to begin the search; they valued the young (and, now, missing) Viking. Astrid rushed back to her house and entered the stable where Stormfly slept each night. The Nadder woke up and, sensing her rider's urgency, followed.

By the time Astrid arrived in the village center, a good-sized crowd had already assembled, waiting for the chief and his own dragon, Thornado. Finding their friends, Astrid and Stormfly stood by them but no one said a word. They just waited. Stoick arrived soon after and split the gathered crowd up in small teams. He then gave each team instructions and a map. The hope was that one of the small groups would find some clue as to where Hiccup was and/or what had happened to him. "The best possible outcome," Stoick had told them, "would be to find Hiccup and Toothless."

Astrid, as always was paired with the other teens. The group had become inseparable and, despite themselves sometimes, worked very well together. This time, all five of them knew how serious this matter was; there was no joking around on this mission. It was decided that Astrid would lead their group and none of the teens complained. With Hiccup's absence, choosing Astrid, his usual second-in-command, was the obvious answer.

Once the teen's group assembled, Stoick came over to them and, as he had for the other groups, gave them details on their mission and he passed Astrid a map. The chief then moved on to brief his own search party group, leaving Astrid to lead hers. Slipping the map into her saddle bag, a gift that Hiccup had fashioned for her and given as a gift to her on her fourteenth birthday, she hopped into her saddle on Stormfly and directed the rest of her group to also "Mount up!".

"Alright, team! Let's go find Hiccup!" She tried to keep the enthusiasm high, knowing that their chances of succeeding would be better if everyone remained optimistic. Astrid did not want to think negatively; it would be too easy to not remain positive about the outcome of their search. Not wanting to think that way, Astrid stared out at the vast landscape around her. _**I know that Hiccup is still alive. He's out there somewhere. We have to find him. We just have to succeed. Any other option… I cannot bear to think otherwise.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Well…that update took a long time to get written…but at least it's a longer chapter. I don't feel that it is my best work though, but that's probably because I wrote more than half of the chapter while being sick. Still am pretty sick, but that's no excuse for not getting this out to you, my faithful readers!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup had not planned for this. It's already been a month and the emergency food rations have dwindled into a dangerously low capacity. He knows that he and Toothless cannot make a living just on berries and hard nuts. Besides, there's no fresh water…and he's getting awfully dehydrated. Toothless is too, he knows. They're not going to last much longer. What more can he possibly do to ensure their survival?**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably aim for Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. That is a ridiculously early deadline and it most likely won't happen (especially if I can't kick this sickness), but I'll do my best.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: April 8, 2014  
>Edited: April 9, 2014<strong>


	15. Last Hope

**I have been thinking about this story. Being sick sometimes messes with my brain. No, I'm not discontinuing, so no worries there. In fact, my thinking has found a way to improve this. Allow me to explain. We already know that there will be several timeskips (already determined within the plans). I am also adding "arcs". The arcs, conveniently, will line up with the time skips which are set at roughly every 12-14 chapters. With me so far? This chapter, as a heads up, will end Arc 1. The arcs will not be named because that could be a huge spoiler-risk for the chapters in the story.**

**Okay, I think that's it. Here we go with the review replies.**

**Review Replies: **

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks and thanks.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: I hope so too...that they find Hiccup, I mean. I hope to get better soon too, but…anyway, here's the next chapter. Enjoy!**

_**aaquater**_**: Well, she has learned to keep a calm exterior, but inside she was very worried, yes. That would make for a good plot twist. Hmm… I looked back through the chapter and found that you are indeed correct. I will be fixing that. I blame this being sick nonsense. Thanks for the well wishes.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Maybe Hiccup will invent the filtration system to rid the water of its salt. That'd be so…Hiccup. Thanks for reminding me about the sub-plot. I had to write that back into my plans. My bad. Haha.**

_**kitty.0**_**: Yep, they know and, knowing them, they won't stop, won't rest, until they know Hiccup is okay.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 15: Last Hope<span>

He was walking and it was so dark that he could barely see anything in front of him. Up ahead, Hiccup saw a glowing light. As he approached, he finally saw the source of that light and he couldn't stop the soft gasp that escaped his lips. "Astrid…" he whispered.

"Hiccup…" her whispered answer was just as soft as his had been. She reached out and gently stroked her hand against his cheek. Hiccup had forgotten how soft her hands were. He had always liked that about her. For such a strong woman, a suitable warrior, her hands did not reflect the rough and calloused texture of most shieldmaidens' hands. Astrid moved closer to embrace Hiccup and he wasted no time in returning her embrace. "I miss you," she whispered in his ear. "When will you be back?"

_**I need to tell her.**_ "Actually…about that...Astrid…" Before he could finish, he was wrenched from her grasp. Only then did he remember; he had forgotten to unhook his saddle clasp from Toothless and now he would not get a chance to tell her that he needed her help.

"Hiccup!"

All he could manage before he lost sight of her again was a short "Astrid…help!"

Then he awoke, arms outstretched at his side and laying on his back on the sandy beach that he and Toothless had washed up on a month ago. Yes, it had to have been about a month now. He had watched the sun daily and added a simple mark in his journal each night as the sun dipped again below the horizon. Sure he did not know how long he had been unconscious after he and Toothless had fallen from the sky, so he just took his best estimate at the passing time.

He lay there, looking up at the blue sky and watching the clouds roll past. As much as he wished that he could get up, stand up and walk around, he just couldn't. Over the month that he and Toothless had been stranded, their food supplies had continued to dwindle down (despite their best efforts to ration—even to the point of significantly reducing their portion sizes and, additionally, dropping the amount of "meals" they ate per day). Though Hiccup tried his best to remain optimistic, even he knew that they would not be able to live much longer this way. Hiccup knew what he had to do. He had to find a way to get both him and Toothless off this island and back to their mission. The real question was: how would he do that? Not only would it be very difficult to create a new tailfin to replace the shredded one, but he had no idea where he even was. He could fly for months and not find Berk or the island that had been his initial destination. For the first time in a while, Hiccup felt completely at a loss about what to do. Stay here to die slowly and painfully or find a way to fly again only to, potentially, also die slowly and, most likely, painfully. Not the best choices.

Hiccup wanted to scream in frustration, but he could not muster more than a simple groan. Toothless startled and looked over to his rider, cooing at the young Viking's distress. The boy knew that he could always talk to his dragon, but he felt they'd had this conversation way too many times and he didn't want to bore Toothless (though he knew the dragon wouldn't mind) with such pessimistic talk. Instead, Hiccup continued to just slowly drown in his misery and pain, hungry for food that they did not have and desperate to discover a way off this island. As days passed, though, chances of either dwindled as surely as their food supply. His empty stomach growled another reminder of lack of food. Even that bland mashed-up wheat porridge that was sometimes served at breakfast in the Great Hall sounded appealing right now.

For an instance, Hiccup was angered with himself. _**There should've been something more that I could've done to prevent us being stranded here. There just had to have been…**_ However, as he replayed that day in his head, as he thought back on every moment leading up to this one, his anger faded and he remembered. _**There's nothing more I could've done. Everything I've done was the best possible solution given the circumstances. The Gods just hate me.**_

A gnawing feeling clutched the back of Hiccup's throat. He knew this feeling well too, but it was another that he had no easy fix for either. Ever since he and Toothless had become stranded here on this island, they had not been able to find a source of fresh water. Not to mention that water was not something Hiccup could pack in his satchel; it would have surely soaked through, ruining everything else within his pack of supplies.

Having tested the waters shortly after awakening on the island, Hiccup had come to learn that it was the same type of salty water that surrounded Berk—unsuitable for drinking and unable to quench the inherent thirst for fresh water. Dehydration was beginning to set in for both him and Toothless. There were many days that Hiccup would wake up feeling horribly sick and he never knew if the cause stemmed from dehydration or the lack of food in his small stomach. He had made a mental note to think of a way to remove the salt from Berk's surrounding waters and make it suitable for drinking, but he had no materials here with him now to experiment on this idea. The best solution that he could come up with was to use falling rain and snow until he could figure out a way to acquire fresh, clean water.

Sighing, Hiccup continued to stare up at the cloudy sky. There wasn't much else to do. In the distance, he caught sight of silhouettes, small dots flying among the clouds. _**Probably just wild dragons**_, he determined sadly. Even if he could train a wild dragon to fly back to Berk, he wouldn't because he refused to leave Toothless. Regardless of how short a time it might be, a downed dragon was still a dead dragon. Yet another lesson he had learned from Gobber.

Focusing closer, Hiccup noticed something about these dragons that perked him up instantly. "Riders..." he muttered. "Those dragons have riders. Even if they're not from Berk," he told Toothless, "they still might be able to help us somehow."

Rain was starting to fall as Hiccup, with great effort, sat up and tried to yell to the riders he had seen. "H-Help." His voice came out weak and barely audible. "Help." A little better this time, but still too soft. "Down…here."

It was no use. The rain had picked up and it was quickly becoming a deluge. "T-Toothless, we have to take shelter under the trees," he told his dragon as they scrambled into the forest. From the cover of the trees, Hiccup sadly watched as the riders, whoever they were, turned back the way from which they had come. _**Well…so much for that chance. All thanks to this rain.**_ There was nothing else Hiccup and Toothless could do. The rain had ruined their one possible opportunity. He hated to think pessimistically, but there weren't very many options left. _**I think we're…doomed.**_

***~End Arc 1~***

* * *

><p><strong>I'm terribly sorry about ending this chapter on such a low note. In fact, this arc is ending on such a low note. Wow…poor Hiccup and Toothless. Curse that rain…ruining their one chance to be rescued. <strong>

**Anyone else see that awesome new trailer? Okay…stupid question, of course you have all probably seen it. Wasn't it amazing?!**

**Coming Up Next: Three months have passed since the letter arrived to Berk and search parties took to the skies. The villagers have been trying to adjust to life without their young heir. One girl continues to hold out hope. Deep in her heart, she just knows Hiccup is still alive. He is out there somewhere, but…where?**

**Next chapter: I'll try to aim to have the next chapter posted on Wednesday night after 10 PM US East Coast time (because I work late on Thursday and Friday nights). We'll see, though since Brave gets the next update.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: April 13, 2014**


	16. Never Lose Hope

**Congratulations! To those reading this chapter, you've made it to Arc 2 of Wheel in the Sky! Welcome to Arc 2! From here, the arcs will continue to darken until it becomes too dark to see your hands in front of your face. Ready? I know that I am. Oh, wait…we need background. This arc begins about three months after what we last read (meaning that it's been four months since Berk last saw Hiccup and Toothless). Not much of a time skip, but the time skips all shouldn't be too huge (at least I don't think so…)**

**Review Replies:**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I love that part too! It's so…not Astrid. I had to rewatch the trailer to be sure that it was actually her who said it! Here's the next update! Enjoy!**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Excellent question! For one thing, Toothless is about as dehydrated and out-of-it with sickness as Hiccup. Also, by the time they really noticed the riders, the rain had already picked up too much…and, as Gobber said, "a wet dragon head can't light its fire." If they hadn't been so dehydrated and hungry, Hiccup might have thought to have Toothless used his plasma blast as a flare. **

_**kitty.0**_**: Yes! So, so close!**

_**aaquater**_**: Yes, it was depressing. I may or may not have an idea how they will get off the island…or maybe I'll just let them… No, I could never do that to Hiccup and Toothless. Haha. I think the Hiccup-Valka meeting will be like the first trailer in the ice cave. I think they just used the same audio in a different visual scene for the new trailer. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Either the Gods or a very sadistic writ—No, I don't hate Hiccup! I promise! Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 16: Never Lose Hope<br>Here Without You

***~Begin Arc 2~***

Three months had passed since Trader Johann brought the fateful letter to Berk. That very day, most of Berk's population took to the skies, searching for any signs of their lost heir. Hours later, just before dark, the last of the search parties landed again on Berk's lands. No one reported back any success resulting in a feeling of sadness and dread that hung over the heads of all living in Berk.

Astrid Hofferson was frustrated, to say the least. Her search party had worked well together, flying quite far out to sea. She remembered seeing an island, one she did not recognize, but that wasn't strange at all. She and Hiccup had talked before about exploring away from Berk, but they had not yet gotten the chance to do it. Anyway, they had just reached the outskirts of the island when the rain started. The day had threatened rain, but at this point the rain threatened the safety of the dragons and their riders so Astrid was forced to make the hard call to turn back and return to Berk.

Returning back, Astrid had kept close to the town center, waiting as the other search parties arrived back to Berk. As each group returned empty-handed with no words to say about the whereabouts of Hiccup, Astrid's heart had sunk lower and lower into her chest. The final search party to return back to Berk had been the one led by Chief Stoick. His party was made up of many of the adults: Stoick, Snotlout's father, Astrid's parents, and several others. The chief had no sooner touched down on the ground when he'd called all the search parties together to hear the results they had to report. Astrid had watched the creases in Stoick's face deepen with each report and she'd known that he'd felt the same way as she.

For months, the search parties would leave Berk every so many days a week to see if any new clues surfaced. However, each attempt finished just as unsuccessfully as the last. Hiccup and his loyal dragon were nowhere to be found. Astrid couldn't help to think back to her first dream. She had watched helplessly as Hiccup and Toothless had fallen into the waters and never resurfaced. _**Is that what happened to them?**_ she had often wondered. If only there was a way to search deep under the waters. Unfortunately, though, the young riders had yet to train a dragon that could search thought the waters and Thornado seemed less than interested. He probably would've searched if his rider, Stoick, asked him to, but the chief, like most of the village, was losing hope of ever seeing his son again.

Astrid's frustration grew as she thought back on all the events leading up to this point, to the here and now, a present time in which most of those living on Berk had accepted Hiccup's absence. Sure, there were days when Stoick would still order search parties to patrol the skies, but those days were very few now compared to how it had been several months back. Today had been one of those days and, as always, the search returned nothing of worth. Astrid knew that the chief was hesitant to continue sending out search parties. The season of harsh storms was coming and Stoick did not want to risk the lives of more of his people even for his son.

Staring out of her window, Astrid looked out into the night air. The sun had just recently set and the air still felt warm; it would not stay this way, Astrid knew. There was no way that she would be sleeping, at least not yet. Her mind was wide awake and trying to figure out a way to find Hiccup. She couldn't explain the feeling that she had, but she just knew he was still alive and out there somewhere. Everyone else may lose hope, but she refused to do so. The moment she too lost hope would be the time when this would all feel too real. That would be when it fully hit her, when she truly realized that Hiccup was gone and that he might not ever return.

Knowing that she wouldn't be getting any sleep for a while, Astrid grabbed her axe (better safe than sorry) and crept quietly from her house and out into the silent village. Everyone else slept peacefully, but the recent events weighing on Astrid's heavy heart kept her awake. She walked to one of Berk's many cliffs before finally taking a seat and staring out in the direction of the dark waters that surrounded the island. It took a minute to realize which cliff she had chosen, but she did recognize this particular setting. This was the very cliff where she had found Hiccup during Bork Week. Here, he had told her how sad it made him that Toothless had no other Night Furies. The longer she sat up on the cliff, the more she understood why Hiccup liked it up here. Not only did she have an excellent vantage point of the surrounding waters, but if she turned just right, she had a view of the dark and quiet village of Berk. For a moment, she was able to relax and let her worries, doubts, fears, everything just ebb away. Unfortunately, though, that moment did not last. Her trained ears picked up on a very slight sound and, without even thinking, she whipped her axe from the holster on her back.

Looking closer, Astrid saw the wide-eyed and frantic gaze of Fishlegs as her axe was poised and pinned to his throat. Dropping her axe, Astrid took a seat on the cliff once again. "You really shouldn't sneak up on me," she told him as a quick warning, but her tone was a soft whisper.

"Well, I wasn't trying to," Fishlegs answered as he sat down nearby, close enough to hold a whispered conversation.

"Couldn't sleep either?" Astrid asked quietly, genuinely curious; she had thought she was the only Viking still awake.

Fishlegs sighed before answering. "No, I couldn't. I'm worried about Hiccup."

Astrid carefully picked her next words. "You still think he's alive?" Though she was confident that Hiccup was not dead, Astrid did not want to appear as if she did not believe in her chief. _**Hopefully, Fishlegs will give me a truthful answer. It would sure nice to have someone on my side, someone who still believes just as I do.**_

Fishlegs hesitated slightly and Astrid looked over, seeing his emotions written clearly on his face. _**He's choosing his words carefully too**_, she observed. "I know that the chief and most everyone else don't think he's still alive…" Fishlegs started, trailing off slightly. "But…I know Hiccup. He's determined. He'd never go down that easily, not without a fight. I do still think he's alive, but I don't have any proof to back up my thoughts."

"I never stopped believing that he's alive. I never will. Until I know for certain. If his….he is never found, then I will believe him to be alive," Astrid answered quietly, happy to know that she at least had Fishlegs with whom she could confide her hopes.

"Hiccup was the first friend I ever had who truly understood me," Fishlegs continued, picking blades of grass and letting them fall from his hands. "We were similar, me and him; both rejected by the others our age. Sure I hung out with you guys, but I still felt separated, different. Then, when I was paired up with Hiccup in training, we slowly came to understand each other. Even today, I'd still consider Hiccup to be my closest friend."

Astrid offered a small and sad smile at the thought. "Hiccup values you too, you know. He would tell me how grateful he was to have you in his academy lessons…and he did entrust the Book of Dragons to you. That's quite an honor."

A silence fell between them, but it did not last long. Astrid knew what she had to say next. "We will find Hiccup. I just know it." Inside, though, her confidence wavered slightly. _**At least, I hope so. I hope that we will.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Happy Easter to all my fellow Christians! Today is a glorious and wonderful day!<strong>

**This chapter played out a lot different than I'd originally planned. The scene with Fishlegs was just something that kinda popped into my head. In fact, I had a whole other scene that was going to play out instead of the conversation with Fishlegs. However, it just did not feel right and so it became a deleted scene. I usually don't have deleted scenes in stories, so that is worth mentioning.**

**Coming Up Next: Things have not gotten any better for our favorite duo. The temperatures have dropped, fresh water is still not present, and food is scarce. How much longer do they have left? "Astrid…please, don't lose faith in me. I will make it back home to Berk. I…promise…"**

**Next Chapter: Just as a very shallow guess right now, I'm going to say that I'll aim for next Friday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: April 20, 2014**


	17. Cold

**Sorry for taking so long to get back to update Wheel. I've had a busy week working my two jobs. This week isn't looking much better (for my night job, at least). I'll do my best to keep the updates coming.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Ferdoos**_**: I know that it sounds illogical in the preview. Hopefully the explanation in this chapter makes sense.**

_**kitty.0**_**: Thank you! I hope you had a wonderful holiday. Yeah, I can't even imagine how Astrid would feel if she had truly been alone in all this.**

_**StorSpeaker**_**: Thank you! I hope you had a wonderful holiday. Here's the next update.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: Time to check in with Hiccup. Mean? Me? Well…Hiccup's still alive, so I'm not that mean. Haha.**

_**XxPinkMustachexX**_**: Thank you! I hope you had a wonderful holiday. Don't worry, Astrid's not just going to give up easily!**

_**aaquater**_**: Yeah, the Riders were not destined to reach that island. At least, not yet… I'll explain in this chapter. Took my time off from updating to really analyze this scenario, but science/anatomy were not my best subjects, so I hope this will be realistic. Great question! Answers will be revealed in the upcoming chapters. Finally, this story takes place between Riders and Defenders. That is where I logically would place it in the timeline (although, I accidentally have the kids aged at "14" instead of "16". My bad.) **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I think those are great titles! Though, I think "Knowledgeable" is better than "Honest" for Fishlegs. Here's the next chapter.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 17: Cold<br>Wheel in the Sky

Four months. That's how long it had been since Hiccup last saw the familiar and welcoming sights of the island known as Berk, his home. Before he had opted to take on this mission, Hiccup had never been away from Berk for more than a day or two. He really missed everything about his home island; he especially missed Astrid.

Thankfully, he had figured out a way to achieve a small supply of fresh water, but it was enough to keep both him and Toothless going for now. When it would rain (which happened often as the season of harsh snows quickly approached), they, not even caring that it soaked them both through to the bone, would drink in the falling fresh water. In between the rainstorms, Hiccup and Toothless would devote days at a time to gathering leaves from the trees in the island's forest. Hiccup, with a boost from Toothless, would scale the trees as best he could while the Night Fury would use his front paws to gather leaves from lower-lying braches. Hiccup could not quite remember when he learned that he could replenish his need for water by eating the leaves, but it seemed to be working well as a temporary solution (and there were plenty of leaves to go around). They did have to be careful when using this method, though. There had been one time when Hiccup and Toothless chose to branch out and try leaves from other trees. This exploration had led to Hiccup becoming violently ill that night. By now, though, both had a fairly good idea which trees to harvest leaves from and which trees to avoid. Hiccup had made note of this on his island map as well, just in case.

There was one upside (in addition to getting the water that they'd so desperately needed) to eating the leaves. Hiccup had found that when he ate the leaves, it would also take the edge off of his gnawing hunger. Though the young Viking was not completely certain that this was also the case for his dragon, Toothless did seem less restless after eating the leaves. It all piqued Hiccup's curiosity. Before this moment, he'd never thought about the leaves on the trees he'd encountered in the forests of Berk. It was just natural for the trees to grow leaves and then to lose them as the season of harsh snows approached. Could the leaves store water and food? he wondered as he and Toothless ate some of the leaves they had collected. Their supplies of leaves were dwindling because the crunchy, discolored, and dead leaves were not worth eating; these leaves had no water and just did not taste all that appealing anyway.

Hiccup looked again to the skies. Since that day three months ago, he had not seen any other riders. He was even starting to wonder about the riders he thought he'd seen that day. _**Maybe**_, he thought_**, it was all just an illusion created from my dehydrated delusion.**_ The clouds were gathering in the skies again. _**Will it be more rain or is this going to be the first snowstorm of the season?**_ Hiccup wondered. Either would be fine as both would provide more fresh water, something that was definitely welcomed now that the leaves had started to shrivel and fall. His thoughts continued to shift, this time again returning to Berk and wondering how life was back home. _**How is the academy? Is Astrid able to handle it? What about everyone else? They probably don't even know about what happened to me and Toothless. Would they even care if they do know? Of course they would, but… **_Picking up a nearby pebble, Hiccup ran his finger over its small surface before tossing it out at the water. It skimmed over the waves before finally stinking down below the water's surface.

The sun was starting to dip down again. Another day had almost come to its close. Hiccup disliked this season most out of all that Berk experienced (which wasn't really all that many). For a few months, about three, the days would be longer and warmer, but the majority, those other nine months, as deemed by his people was considered the "season of harsh snows". During this time, the air was colder and the sun was almost non-existent. There was one thing, only one, which Hiccup really liked about this season and that was the higher chance of seeing the dancing lights in the sky. It truly was a sight and he'd had the privilege to see them with Astrid that night on the back of Toothless. That night was probably his favorite night of all time so far in his short fourteen years of life.

Hiccup smiled at the memory, but the smile did not linger for long. As the sun continued to drop below the horizon and the sky darkened into the black of night, the air temperature also dropped, faster than the sun in fact. He tried to hide the shivers that tore through his body as the cold wind blew right through his thin clothing. Sure, he had removed his flight gear and put back on his fur vest, but even that was not enough to quell the raging wind and the cold air in its wake. It was the horrible truth of it all that had forced the smile from the young Viking's face. The season of harsh snows was just beginning; this was not even the coldest that it would get. Oh, how he wished that he could be home, sitting near a fire started by Toothless. Heck, right now, he'd even take a mug of Astrid's Yak Nog…if it meant that he could be drinking it beside that same fire.

As the air temperature continued to drop, Hiccup curled in on himself, becoming a human ball, in an attempt to keep in the body heat that radiated out into the cold air around him. No matter what, though, he could not keep warm and he continued to shiver, his breath coming out in short hisses as his lungs clenched from the biting cold. Toothless, noticing his rider's distress came over and sat nearby, his wing covering over the boy, blocking in some of the dragon's heat. Hiccup knew that Toothless would be fine. Dragons were made to stay outside and live through this harsh season whereas Vikings were not. Vikings had to adapt by building homes and fires.

The world blackened around Hiccup and he knew it wasn't just from being enclosed by the safety of Toothless; the cold seemed to have zapped all of the boy's energy, most of it going to the shivering that offered little help from the wind. As his vision went black, all Hiccup could think of was Astrid, the girl he could not wait to see again. He knew that he would see her again; he _had_ to see her again! _**Astrid…please, don't lose faith in me**_, he thought, his continued shivering creating breaks in his thoughts. _**Just hold on a little longer.**_ _**I will make it back home to Berk. I…promise…**_

* * *

><p><strong>Hopefully, that answered some of the questions surrounding our favorite young Viking heir. Next chapter will, most likely, answer more questions about Astrid and what's going on in Berk. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Astrid hated to lie. It turned her cold like the biting air that had begun to settle over Berk once again. She could only hope that Hiccup had found shelter from this weather. She had to lie, though. The rest of the village was ready to just accept that Hiccup was gone forever. What kind of girlfriend would she be if she were to also believe that way?**

**Next Chapter: I'll probably aim for this coming Saturday night after 10 PM US East Coast time. We'll see if that works out.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: April 28, 2014**


	18. Our Own Search Party

**In this chapter, we shall see the answers to a few more of those burning questions. If anyone has any other questions they want to ask as they are reading, just leave them in a review and I'll either answer them in the review replies section or I'll direct you as to when they'll be answered in the story.**

**Also, to answer the question about the Riders' ages, I'm going with what I've seen mentioned officially. Hiccup, Astrid, and Fishlegs are 16. Snotlout and the twins are 15. **

**I edited some of the earlier chapters, but not for content. Just for bolding/italic in the thoughts and such. If there's ever anything that seems to not quite "fit" , just let me know so I can take a look and fix it accordingly. Thanks!**

**Review Replies:**

_**kitty.0**_**: Hiccup does seem to be pretty good at adapting to his surroundings. We shall now see what's going to happen with Astrid.**

_**Ferdoos**_**: Thanks. I'm glad that was more realistic. I wasn't quite sure because it's been awhile since I took any science courses that discussed the possibility of using leaves as a water/food source.**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: "Uh oh." is a very good way to put it. Here's the next update.**

_**aaquater**_**: Thanks. Yeah, Toothless does miss his fish, but he's probably just glad to have something. Some of the answers (most of them, I think) will be found in this chapter. As for Hiccup's fate…I can guarantee he'll be in the rest of arc two. I make no promises about arc three. Haha.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Hmm…that does sound possible. Here's the next update.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: They'll either be more muscular or walking skeletons. That is, assuming they make it off the island!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 18: Our Own Search Party<br>Here Without You

Every day it was always the same…and Astrid was fed up with it. She could not walk through the village anymore without being mobbed by the questions. "How are you doing, Astrid?" "Are you okay, Astrid?" "You holding up alright, Astrid?" _**Was this how Hiccup had felt when he'd started improving so greatly during dragon training? How did he put up with all that unwanted attention? That's right, he had distanced himself from the village and chose to spend his days hiding out at the cove with Toothless (although, no one had known that Toothless existed at that point in time). **_That was exactly what Astrid planned to do today. She would take Stormfly for a lap around the island, high above the ground where she could peacefully be alone. Then, they'd probably spend the rest of the day in the cove by themselves. Hey, if it worked for Hiccup, then it would do just fine for Astrid.

Before Stormfly could leave the ground, though, a passing adult Viking noticed Astrid. Internally, she grimaced, knowing exactly what would come next. The Viking woman, as expected, asked that usual question about Astrid's well-being. Astrid should've known this all would happen when the villagers of Berk began to believe that Hiccup had not survived. However, she was still surprised when the questions had first started coming. Now, it was just annoying. "Yes, I'm fine," she lied again. This had to have been the one-hundredth lie she had told since the final search party returned empty-handed and clueless back to Berk. "I'm just going for a flight with Stormfly now," she continued, a small (but fake) smile on her face.

Either Astrid was very good at faking smiles or the other Viking woman was not very observant because she just smiled back and told Astrid, "Alright, my dear. Have a great flight," as she walked away. Once the woman had walked a good distance, Astrid dropped the fake smile and replaced it with a frown. Wasting no time, she climbed into her saddle on Stormfly's back and they took to the skies.

The day was rather pleasant, despite the quickly-approaching season of harsh snows. Winds brushed past Astrid's face; she loved how it felt as it rushed through her braided hair. Stormfly's pace was relaxed, but Astrid couldn't help but to miss her races against Hiccup and Toothless. What if it was all true? What if they wouldn't be back? She had been experimenting with Stormfly's diet lately in hopes that small alterations could make her Nadder faster than the previously-invincible Night Fury. If Hiccup and Toothless never returned, Astrid would never know if her experiments were successful.

Completing their lap around the island, Astrid directed Stormfly to land at the cove where they could both relax. They would stay there at the cove until the air temperature would drop and become too cold. Then, they would return home and Astrid would feed Stormfly before entering her own home for dinner. All the while, Astrid would avoid as many fellow villagers as possible; she was tired of lying about how she felt, but, with each passing day, more and more of Berk's inhabitants would fear the worst about Hiccup. No matter what, Astrid refused to just give up…at least, as long as there was no evidence to prove that Hiccup and Toothless had perished while out on their quest. _**If no one else is going to send out search parties, then…**_ Astrid halted in her thought process as an idea came to her. _**… I should**_. _**That's it! **_Standing up suddenly, Astrid looked over at Stormfly who had perked up at her rider's sudden movements. "Come on, girl, let's find Fishlegs and Meatlug!"

Returning to the village, Astrid and Stormfly flew lower than usual as they searched through the village for the one boy whom Astrid knew to be on her side. Finally, Astrid did find him and Meatlug. Both were sitting in a quiet and secluded grassy section just outside the village. The knowledgeable boy had the Book of Dragons with him, but Astrid did not know if he was updating it or just reading through it again for the thousandth-some time. As Stormfly landed, Astrid made sure to get Fishlegs's attention and let him know of her presence.

Fishlegs set the Book of Dragons aside and turned his attention to Astrid. He looked to be truly interested to know why she had sought him. Astrid did not take a seat. Instead, she wasted no time in conveying her thoughts. "Remember how we were talking about Hiccup and how neither of us believed him to be dead like everyone else does?"

"Yeah…" Fishlegs answered slowly and Astrid could tell that he still was unsure what she was getting at as she brought up the subject again.

"Well, I was just thinking recently about how the Chief has slowly been sending out fewer search parties. Soon enough, he won't be sending any out and I just refuse to believe in giving up just like that. So, I was thinking that we, the riders of the Berk Dragon Academy, could form our own search party and fly out every so often to look around for clues about Hiccup and Toothless."

"Wait!" Fishlegs put his hands up in a dramatic show, "so you're saying that we should go out and search on our own, like…without the authority of Chief Stoick?"

"Yes, that's exactly what I'm saying, Fishlegs." Astrid deadpanned as the boy repeated back to her exactly what she had just told him.

"Isn't it Hiccup's job to make plans that go behind his father's back?" Fishlegs asked, confused.

"Normally, yes, but Hiccup's not here, so that responsibility falls to me. Come on, let's go find Snotlout and the twins." Astrid made to leave, but when she looked back she saw that Fishlegs and Meatlug had yet to get up and follow her. "This isn't optional, Fishlegs," she told him in reply, briefly lapsing back to a former Astrid, one that had been less patient, the person she had been during dragon training.

It did not take long to find the rest of their group; all Astrid and Fishlegs had to do was follow their senses to the place in the village where the most destruction was currently happening and there, sure enough, was Snotlout and the twins.

Astrid called everyone together and they stood a distance away from the commotion so that she could tell the other three about her plans. "…so, that's why I decided we form our own search party," she concluded and waited to hear thoughts from Snotlout, Ruffnut, and Tuffnut.

"I don't get it. If no one else could find anything, what's the point in us going out there and trying?" Tuffnut asked.

"Yeah, we're not interested," Snotlout replied, acknowledging the "we" as Hookfang and himself.

Astrid stared them down. "I never gave you an option. We're doing this. Get your dragons ready. We will…"

"Ah, Astrid, there you are," a loud voice stopped the girl before she could finish giving instructions.

"Chief!" she exclaimed, jumping only slightly as she turned to face Hiccup's father. _**He can't possibly know… Sure, Hiccup said that he always seems to know everything that goes on around this island, but…**_ "You were looking for me?" From behind her, Astrid could hear the twins snickering slightly. _**They probably think I'm going to get in trouble. Well, they'll learn the meaning of trouble when I get finished with them later**_, she promised herself as she waited to hear what Berk's Chief wanted to tell her.

"Ah, yes. Come and take a walk with me for a moment, would you, Astrid?"

Astrid recognized this tone instantly. She had just used it recently when gathering her fellow Riders. Though the statement had been phrased like a question, it was not voluntary. She was expected to follow Stoick and hear what he had to tell her. As she walked over to the Chief, she discretely turned back to the other Riders and made it quite obvious to all four of them that she would be back and she expected them to be ready to depart when she did return.

Stoick, as always, wasted no time getting to the point as soon as Astrid had caught up to him. "I understand that you are still grieving over the loss of Hiccup," he began. "That's why I really didn't want to have to come speak with you about this."

"Chief, I—" Astrid started, but she was cut off before she could finish.

"Let me speak, Astrid. I'll answer your questions later."

By this point, Astrid was practically running in an attempt to keep pace with the large strides of Berk's Chief. "As you wish," she answered, submissively (this time) and waited for him to continue. _**He knows, doesn't he? He knows that I want to continue the search parties and he's going to reprimand me for trying.**_

"Because Hiccup is…well, what I mean is…" the chief trailed off for a moment in an attempt to recollect his thoughts.

Astrid waited, tense. If the chief was going to be scolding her for organizing a search party without his permission, she wished that he would just do it already.

"As you know, Hiccup left Berk on a mission," Stoick began again.

_**Wait, so this isn't about…**_ Astrid wondered, but, as instructed, she waited to hear what the chief had to tell her.

"Hiccup, of course, never…made it to complete the mission," Stoick continued, trying to mask the sadness he felt for the disappearance of his son. "Therefore, we need another trainer to complete this mission…and, you were always our second-best trainer, Astrid, so I fear this responsibility will now fall to you."

Astrid did not speak for a brief moment after hearing this news. She was still frustrated that the chief so quickly believed that his son was gone forever. Sure, it had been roughly four months already, but that was no guarantee that he hadn't found a way to survive. Hiccup was one of the most stubborn Vikings that Berk had ever seen.

Stoick seemed to take Astrid's silence for hesitation as he was quick to add, "I know how hard it is to ask this of you so soon after Hiccup…but I'll need to send word to the chief there to alert them of our future plans. Though I do not believe what has happen will cause any tension between our tribes, I cannot say that for certain at this point in time."

"I…" Astrid started, but stopped quickly. What am I supposed to say this this…offer? "I…I don't know, Chief. Can you give me some time to think about it? Send word to the other village and tell them just that I just need to think this through a little more clearly first?"

Seeing that Astrid would not be making a decision either way right now, Stoick reluctantly agreed. "Very well, Astrid. Just don't wait too long to decide," he told her as he walked away.

Astrid did not immediately move from the spot where she had stopped. Instead, her mind raced with all she had just heard. _**Gods, now we definitely need to find Hiccup as soon as possible so he can complete this mission…and, next time, I refuse to allow him to go alone! **_These were her final thoughts as she turned back the way from which she had come and prepared to again gather her fellow Riders.

* * *

><p><strong>I am so sorry that this is over two weeks late. It's been a busy two weeks and I've been lucky to even find time to sleep. In a few more weeks, though, it will be summer break and I'll only have to worry about one job. That's when updates will speed back up.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup weakly looked through his satchel to see what supplies remained and which had been lost when they descended from the sky that night almost four months ago. It was then that an idea, one he should've thought of months ago, came to him. "I need to alert Berk. They might not know that…" Grabbing his sketchbook and his charcoal pencil, he roughly scratched out a short note. "Now how am I going to get this to Berk?"**

**Next Chapter: We all know how well this goes, but…I'm going to aim for this Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. That looks to be the next time I have any open time for this week.**

**Thank you all for reading (and putting up with me, too!) and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: May 13, 2014**


	19. Sending A Message To Berk

**Well, that prediction epically failed. I didn't even start typing this chapter until the Sunday afternoon following the Saturday night deadline I had set. **

**Review Replies:**

_**EmberDragon (anonymous)**_**: No problem. I said that I would answer all questions (as long as it doesn't spoil events in the story), so if you ever have any others just send them in a review.**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I wish this update had been posted sooner, but here it is. Let's hope Hiccup CAN get his letter back to Berk, of course. The Gods do seem to hate him after all!**

_**kitty.0**_**: Thanks, I'll need the luck. I'm the teacher…well, in the absence of the regular teacher. Astrid is indeed a no-nonsense girl!**

_**datubaman**_**: I can see how that would happen. There are worse songs that could be stuck, though…like that "Happy" song. It's so overplayed.**

_**dragonlover17**_**: Yeah, why didn't he? It probably would've saved him a lot of trouble. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well, we'll check in again with Astrid next chapter and see how she's doing.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yes, you were very close with your guesstimates! Hiccup won't be saved for quite some time, I will say that and, when he is (because he can't live forever like this), it will be by someone he least expects! No, Astrid will definitely never let Hiccup out of her sight again…if he makes it back to Berk, that is! Here's the next update.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 19: Sending A Message To Berk<br>Wheel in the Sky

The cold was persistent, just like on Berk. This season, the season of harsh snows, had always been Hiccup's least favorite. He'd never liked the biting cold that befell Berk for nine months out of every year. Now he disliked it even more as he struggled to survive a day at a time. It was, however, still early in the season. Though the nights were bitter, the days were manageable…as long as the sun was shining. Today was one of those days. The sun had warmed the air around Hiccup and his shivering had ceased for now.

There were some days and many nights when the questions raced through Hiccup's mind. If the Gods hated him so much, why did they choose to spare him and Toothless? Would they ever make it back home to Berk? Is this island destined to be their resting place? At times, the questions were overwhelming, dragging Hiccup down like a weight. Today was not one of those days. Maybe it was because the sun was shining, heating their surroundings and brightening Hiccup's mood. Maybe it was acceptance of the hand Fate had dealt him. Hiccup knew not the reason, but he did know that he felt more determined. That was why he found himself working to accomplish a different task on that day.

Nearby, Hiccup's packed satchel lay, almost forgotten, on the warm sand. The young Viking's eyes fell on the storage pack and he crawled over the short distance to grab it. Ever since Hiccup had awoken on the island, he had barely touched the satchel. _**Did I lose any of my supplies when…?**_ he wondered. Finally, curiosity got the best of him and Hiccup decided to assess everything that he still had with him to determine how much had been lost when he and Toothless descended from the sky that fateful night almost four months prior.

As he continued his task, it become more and more evident that of the supplies he had brought from Berk, a substantial amount was probably now lying on the deep ocean floor somewhere in the vast expanse of waters surrounding them. It was discouraging, but Hiccup was certain that they could still find a way to survive this…even with the missing and lost supplies.

Sometime after Hiccup started working on his task, Toothless had come over and lay near him. The dragon had watched as his Rider looked through everything, determined what was accounted for and what was lost, and also assessed if anything was too damaged to be kept. Hiccup was so focused on his task that he did not notice Toothless's presence until he was just about finished. "Well…looks like we lost a lot of supplies, Bud…but I'm sure we can still survive, right?" Toothless, in reply, gave a low growl as he lowered his head down onto his outstretched paws. Hiccup understood how his friend felt, but there was nothing more he could do…or was there?

Lying among the supplies was Hiccup's small sketchbook and a charcoal pencil. These were the same supplies he had used to draw his map of the island. An idea again formed in Hiccup's brilliant mind as he remembered how he had not seen any other dragon riders fly overhead since that day about a month ago. _**Maybe Berk isn't sending out search parties because they don't know about what happened to me and Toothless? They probably think we are safe in that other village and completing our task of helping them train their dragons! I need to alert Berk! I'll write them a letter explaining everything!**_

Grabbing his pencil, Hiccup spent the next several minutes scratching out a brief note to quickly explain and detail all that had happened to him and Toothless. At the end of the note, he tried his best to describe his current location in the hopes that maybe, just maybe, the letter would reach home in time for Berk's experienced riders to save them. _**Hopefully, they will bring ships so we can get Toothless back to Berk…or someone like Astrid could stay here with me until… Wait… **_Hiccup's excited thoughts were halted as he realized that getting the letter back to Berk would be harder than he'd originally figured.

Before he had left on this quest, Hiccup had come up with a new training idea: to train Terrible Terrors to act as air-mail carriers. However, he had not yet gotten a chance to try out this new idea. Not that it mattered because he'd yet to see one of the little dragons on this island anyway.

"Now how am I going to get this to Berk?" he, gesturing to the handwritten letter still safely located on a previously-blank page in his sketchbook, asked his dragon, as if the large reptile could provide a suitable answer. "Well, it was a good idea…" he answered with infamous dry sarcasm. Hiccup was about ready to scrap the idea of getting the letter back to Berk when he noticed something bobbing nearby in the gentle waves near the edge of the beach. Picking himself up from the sand, Hiccup walked over and grabbed the object. When he looked down at the object in his hands, he found it to be quite familiar. It was a strip of leather torn from Toothless's saddle. It must've come loose and broken off when they hit the waters. The boy did not know why he had never noticed that Toothless's saddle was strangely absent. _**Probably because there were more important things to worry about**_, he figured.

Tearing the letter from his sketchbook, Hiccup folded it in half and tucked it into the center of the leather strap. He then folded the leather, but had to retreat into the woods to find some vine to tie around it. The leather had been resistant to being folded into place, but with the vine wrapped tightly in place, it looked like a small package. Just to make sure, though, that the water could not seep through and ruin the letter, Hiccup gathered several of the dead tree leaves from the floors of the woods and, using more vines, tied them on top of the leather strip. When finished, the letter-turned-package looked very deliberate. If it did make find its way to Berk, there was no doubt that someone would open it. Vikings were very curious by nature.

As Hiccup watched the waves breaking on the beach, he came to another realization. _**I have to make sure to place this out beyond where these waves are crashing or else it will never leave this island; the water would just continue to push it back up onto the beach.**_ Hiccup had been working on his distance-throwing lately. He had found that one of Toothless's favorite activities was running off to retrieve sticks thrown by Hiccup. Of course, once the stick was returned, covered in Night Fury saliva, Hiccup would reluctantly pluck it from his dragon's mouth and quickly toss it aside. _**I should be able to at least throw this letter far enough to get it out to sea**_, he mused.

Toothless sat nearby and watched as Hiccup pulled his arm back as far as he could. "Well, here goes nothing," he muttered as he swung his arm forward and let go of the letter, letting momentum carry it through the air. The wind must've picked the light object up on the way because it landed further out than Hiccup expected. He smiled at the accomplishment, but it was short-lived as he realized that the chance of the waters actually carrying his letter to the shores of Berk was, most likely, slim to none. "Well…at least we tried…right?"

* * *

><p><strong>Well, this one was only a few days late so I guess that's not too bad. I wrote this up instead of watching the new Sailor Moon reboot or playing Sims. I feel accomplished (just like Hiccup!). Yeah, I don't really have much to say. <strong>

**Plus, I just realized that they do say "Winter" in Gift of the Night Fury. Sorry, I was going with the idea of traditional Vikings here. They wouldn't have said "Winter". That's why Hiccup and Astrid call it "the season of harsh snows". **

**Coming Up Next: The pressure to make a decision was starting to get to Astrid. She knew that the Chief wanted to hear her answer, but she had none to give. With all the added stress, Astrid had not even had time to get back to organizing up a search party for her lost boyfriend. At least, there was peace in her dreams. In her dreams, there was Hiccup. **

**Next chapter: I'll probably aim for next Sunday night after 10 PM US East Coast time. If not then, then definitely (hopefully!) Monday after 8 PM US East Coast time (because I'm actually off from my day job on Monday. Yay!)**

**As always, thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: May 19, 2014**


	20. Pressure

**Yep…again, I didn't even have this started by the time I predicted that I'd post it. In fact, I didn't even have Brave finished at that time and that story was slotted to be updated before this one! Hang with me for just a few more weeks and then my schedule opens up and then I should be able to write faster again…and then HTTYD 2 will be out as well!**

**Yay! We made it to chapter 20! That's exciting…well, to me, I guess. **

**Review Replies:**

_**kitty.0**_**: Yes, he did, but he's never been in such a situation before so he's just got a lot on his mind right now.**

_**aaquater**_**: Yep, that's the best he can do for now. Maybe he'll get lucky and his letter will actually reach Berk, but, if it does, will it be too late?**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yes, he does! He's been quite lucky so far, but how much luck does he have left? Hmm…I could perhaps honor that request. I like writing cute Hiccup and Astrid dreams!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 20: Pressure<br>Here Without You

The chief was waiting for Astrid's decision. She knew this well; that he wanted to send word to the other tribe about who would be arriving to train their dragons in Hiccup's absence. When Astrid would pass by him out in the village, the chief would keep silent but the girl could see expectation and urgency gleaming in his dark eyes. What answer did she have to give him, though? Each time he would start to ask, Astrid would give some excuse, but they were all the same; she still wasn't ready to make such a decision. It was her hope that she could find Hiccup and convince the village to believe her intuition. Astrid knew that her boyfriend was still alive; she just knew, but she couldn't explain how. For now, she had to bear the secret feelings alone. Though she had an ally in Fishlegs Ingermann, she did not want to place too much burden on him. Sometimes, Astrid wondered if keeping this all to herself was a good idea. The weight of everything was dragging her down and she was certain that everyone else on Berk could see it too…though; they probably just thought it was grief over the "death" of Hiccup.

Every day was just the same. Waking up was easy, but it was the hours that followed that was always increasingly harder. With each passing day, the weight grew heavier and doubt had started to meander into the cracks in Astrid's heart. She wanted to believe that Hiccup was alright but then the questions would start. If Hiccup was alright, why had he never arrived to the other island? Why had he not, then, just returned to Berk? Why couldn't any of the search parties find him? Astrid didn't want to question what she knew…or thought she knew, but what choice did she have?

With all this added stress of decision-making, Astrid had not had time to return to organizing a search party for Hiccup. After Stoick had snuck up on them that day, Astrid had chosen to disband the effort just in case he'd choose to come back. She had informed the other Riders that they would soon head out in search Hiccup, but it had yet to happen, especially with the Chief keeping such a close eye on Astrid lately.

Today was another day like the others. It seemed as though Astrid could not walk through the village anymore without being flagged down by the chief. _**Maybe I should just stay inside…but that wouldn't help bring Hiccup home any sooner either! Everything is just so frustrating!**_

"Ah, Astrid! Just the Viking I wanted to see!" he started, coming up to her. "So, have you…?"

"No," Astrid answered quickly, averting her gaze down to the ground. She did not want to see the look of disappointment that had surely flashed in her chief's eyes upon hearing her whispered answer. "I…I haven't made a decision either way," she continued in a whisper without lifting her gaze from the stone ground.

Astrid heard the chief exhale deeply. "Okay, but, Astrid…"

"I know. I know. You need my decision as soon as possible, but I have no answer to give you, Chief, I'm sorry. Maybe once Hiccup…"

Now it was Stoick's turn to cut off Astrid's words. "Look, Astrid, I want my son to be safe just as much as you do…probably more so, in fact. I want to think positively, but the evidence is not looking so good at the moment. This decision needs to be made soon regardless of whether Hiccup is found or not. Promise me that you will think more seriously about this offer. Deal?"

Astrid sighed. "Deal," she answered softly. _**How does Hiccup put up with this?**_

The rest of the day Astrid played a self-initiated game of "Avoid the Chief". She laughed silently to herself a few times throughout the "game" as she imagined a younger and more accident-prone Hiccup playing a similar "game" back in the days when his father still often looked down on him as a failure and detriment to his village. _**What am I thinking? He probably never avoided his father like this. That's not a very Hiccup approach to a problem.**_ Then, she couldn't help thinking what he would've done. Back then, she had silently observed the boy but never paid much attention to his actions.

In her attempts to avoid Stoick, Astrid forgot to eat dinner that evening and by the time she remembered (or, more so, was reminded) that she had not eaten, it was late and she knew that food would no longer be served in the Great Hall. There would probably be mead. There was always mead. Astrid refused to drink the strong drink on an empty stomach, though; she needed a clear head. Besides, that's most likely where the Chief would be anyway, drinking away his sorrows of losing his only son. _**Oh well…guess I'm not eating tonight, then**_. She stared out at the waters surrounding Berk. Without thinking, Astrid had allowed herself to walk over to the high cliff overlooking the docks. _**This spot…this is where I talked with Hiccup after…when they captured Toothless**_, she recalled.

It had probably been about an hour since the sun had set and the wind tonight was cold, but Astrid paid no attention to it. Instead, she was lost in her memories, replaying conversations between herself and Hiccup in her head. Without thinking about it, Astrid had moved back to the spot where she had stood then. She could still hear her words, asking Hiccup why he wouldn't kill Toothless when the dragon was weak and helplessly downed in the woods. As she stared out at the smooth waves on the dark waters, Astrid thought back to one of her last conversations with Hiccup. She had been wary about telling him to agree with his father's decision, but she had let him go. It was for the best. That had been the excuse…and look where that had gotten them. _**I should've tried harder to stop him. I never should have let him go.**_ A single silent tear dripped from Astrid's right eye, but she did not bother to wipe it away; there was no one here at this moment anyway. She was wrong again.

"Astrid!"

The girl turned to see her mother walking quickly towards her.

"Mom?" she replied, sweeping her arm across her face to wipe away the tear before it could be seen.

"What are you doing all the way out here?" her mother asked, concerned. "It's brisk tonight! You'll catch cold if you stay out here much longer! Come on back home and I'll prepare you some nice warm stew."

Astrid had thought little of the wind and the cold, but now that her mother had mentioned it, the girl could feel the small bumps rising on her bare arms and she realized that she had started to shiver. Her shoulder armor did not provide sufficient coverage from the rage of the cold wind. "Of course," she obliged, taking one last look out at the water before following her mother home.

Briefly there was silence, but it was Astrid's mother who broke it. "I know what you were doing. You were thinking about him, weren't you?"

Astrid nodded but realized that her mother probably had not seen the response through the dark. "Yes, I was." It was almost strange. At one time, her parents had both hated Hiccup, seen him as a nuisance and a disgrace. They had been very vocal then about how they'd felt. The feelings had slowly started to rub off on Astrid, but she'd still held out some hope and interest for the Chief's son. When Hiccup had been declared top student at the end of Dragon Training, Astrid's parents began to change their minds about the boy. "Maybe he's not as useless as we thought," she remembered hearing them say. Once Hiccup saved the Vikings and dragons from the Red Death, though, that was when Astrid's parents finally fully accepted the boy as a worthy Viking. Now Astrid knew that they were contend with their daughter's relationship with Berk's best dragon trainer.

When Astrid and her mother arrived back home, the older Hofferson woman immediately began preparing the promised hot stew for her daughter. Astrid, not known for her patience, retreated to her bedroom and shut the door; she wanted to block out the wafting scent as best as possible. Her mother was an excellent cook and the scent of the cooking stew that filled the house continued to remind Astrid of her gnawing hunger.

She lay down on her bed and waited, staring at the ceiling. Her mind preoccupied with the excitement of eating her mother's amazing warm stew, Astrid did not even realize that she had fallen asleep…even when the dream started.

Astrid looked around, taking in her surroundings and trying to figure out where she was. _**This definitely isn't Berk,**_ she knew instantly. The beach on which she was standing was warm and the sunlight bounced off of the sand below her and blinded her. As she was trying to figure out where she was, Astrid heard a familiar voice and she immediately walked toward it.

"We're never going back to Berk, Bud."

_**Hiccup?**_ There was no mistaking it. That was definitely his voice, but she didn't understand why he would say something like this. He'd never intentionally stay away from Berk. Up ahead, a little ways in front of her, Astrid could see him sitting with Toothless. They were staring out at an endless ocean of gently rolling waves. When she'd successfully walked closer, Astrid made her presence known. "Hiccup?" she asked softly, earning a sudden jerk of surprise from the boy as he turned to face her.

"Astrid? What are you doing here?" he asked, curiosity edging into his voice.

"I…I don't know," she replied. How had she arrived at this place? "Where is here? What is this place? Tell me, Hiccup. I need to find you."

"Here…" Hiccup started. "Here is…well, this place, it…"

Before Hiccup could finish his explanation, though, he was stopped as the sky grew dark. It happened so quickly that even Astrid could not explain it. "Hiccup, what's going on?" Without realizing it, Hiccup (who had stood up to better observe the darkening skies) and Astrid moved closer to each other. They felt safer when they were close together.

"I don't know, Astrid. Maybe it's a snowstorm. It is the season of harsh snows, after all."

"Snow? How can that be? It was warm and sunny just a moment ago!"

They held onto each other, waiting for whatever was to befall them. Astrid never was one to frighten easily, but there was just something about the darkness that chilled down to her very core.

"What is this? Fearless Astrid Hofferson is…scared?" Hiccup teased, but Astrid could hear his own fright which he tried his best to hide.

Astrid moved a little closer to Hiccup. "I am not!" she lied. "I just wish you would tell me what was going on here!"

"I'd tell you if I knew, milady," he replied simply.

The winds swirled around them, catching Astrid's braid and Hiccup's fur vest. The rushing air was growing stronger by the minute.

"Astrid."

His voice was so soft that the female Viking almost didn't hear it over the sound of the wind. "Hiccup?"

"In case we…I don't make it through this…"

"Stop, Hiccup," Astrid interrupted. She did not want to hear such talk from him. "Don't talk that way. Of course you'll live."

Hiccup made no effort to further continue the conversation. Instead, he gently turned Astrid to face him. No words were needed as he moved closer and Astrid knew immediately that he planned to kiss her. Closing her eyes, she also moved to close the gap between them. As their lips touched, Astrid heard her name being called and she knew exactly who was calling it. _**Mom?**_

Astrid opened her eyes to a different sight. The darkness and wind no longer overwhelmed her. Unfortunately, though, Hiccup was also now gone as well. _**It was all just a…dream? Is this the only way I've ever see Hiccup anymore? Just in my dreams? At least there we're alone, but…**_

"Astrid." Her mother appeared at her door. "Your stew is ready. Come and get it now while it's still hot."

_**Oh, yeah, that's right. I was waiting for mom to prepare me some of her awesome stew.**_ No longer did the highly-anticipated stew interest Astrid.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, this chapter really branched out away from where I had planned to go with it. That's probably why it took so long. I was having a hard time. I kept coming up with so many ideas but I did not have enough time in the chapter to use them all. At least it's a longer chapter this time! Over 2,000 words (and that's just the chapter content itself!)<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The days keep passing by and Hiccup is no closer to finding a way home. There's just nothing left that he can think to do. Creating a temporary tailfin mechanism out of leaves, vines, and twigs is sounding more and more appealing. Too bad leaves are not actually abundant during this season of harsh snows. "There has to be something I can do, but…what?"**

**Next chapter: I'll tentatively say that I'll aim for Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. My schedule looks to open up again this week, but I never know.**

**Thanks for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

** Posted: June 2, 2014 **


	21. Running Out of Ideas

**So…I noticed today that the only documents I still have uploaded on this site—in the Document Manager, I mean-(that haven't been deleted automatically) are chapters for Wheel and Brave. Wow...I knew I was only really updating those two, but now there's proof!**

**I actually started writing this chapter before the posting deadline I set! It's a miracle! I even posted it a day ahead of schedule! What is this madness?!**

**Review Replies:**

_**kitty.0**_**: The dreams are fun to write and plan out. There'll be at least one more of them in this arc.**

_**aaquater**_**: Astrid is definitely feeling the pressure. It's not getting much better for her any time soon, though. Yep…that's the idea! Complicated dreams are my specialty. … Probably not, but I am pretty good at writing them.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I'm glad because I really wasn't sure that dream would live up to expectations. It was kind of a mix a bunch of random stuff.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 21: Running Out of Ideas<br>Wheel in the Sky

The sun was actually shining today. Days of sunshine were always miracles during the season of harsh snows. Hiccup lay on the beach and stared up at the clear blue sky above him. Though the air was still cool, the day was bearable and he would definitely try to take advantage of it…before the cold night air set in once again. Hiccup couldn't help but to notice the striking resemblance between the sun this afternoon and Astrid's hair; both were perfectly golden, a shade of yellow that made him happy and reminded him of better days_**. She's probably heartbroken**_, he thought with a sigh. _**I wonder if she thinks about me, if she wonders when I'll return home to Berk…and to her.**_

There was no denying that the island was a nice place. Hiccup could see himself building a suitable shelter (with help from Toothless) if he made it through this season of harsh snows; that was a serious "if". It would suffice until Hiccup could find a way back to Berk, but, no matter what, he would never stop searching for a way back to his home island. The young Viking knew that he would never be "home" without his heart and he had left his heart back on Berk with Astrid. Life on Berk may not always be the most pleasant, especially during the season of harsh snows, but, without Astrid, he'd never truly feel content and Astrid was back on Berk.

Days had continued to pass and, still, Hiccup was no closer to finding a way home. He had no extra metal to fashion a new tailfin system for Toothless and, even if he would've had the materials, he had no way to bend it into shape; all his hammers and blacksmithing tools were back at Gobber's forge. When planning his quest, Hiccup had figured that if he'd needed to make improvements or repairs before returning to Berk, he could've asked to use the other village's forge; surely they'd have one on their island.

For days, Hiccup had lay on the beach with Toothless and tried to brainstorm ideas for ways to ensure a quicker return to the skies. He'd bounce the ideas off Toothless, but the dragon seemed to know just as well as his Rider that none of the half-thought ideas would truly work if put to the test.

No matter how hard he tried, Hiccup just could not think of any other options. Sure there was probably one out there that would work well enough, but it just wasn't coming to him. He was too famished and too cold to approach this problem too logically. More and more, an old idea would keep coming back to him. He had once thought about creating a temporary tailfin system from the branches, twigs, leaves, and vines found abundantly on the island. Unfortunately, he also knew that the abundance was long gone; it had disappeared with the changing of the seasons. The leaves had dried up and fallen to the ground only to be swept away by the wind. Any branches and twigs Hiccup could find lying on the ground were always feeble, weak and dead. That would definitely not do. A temporary tailfin system like that would already be very much unstable; he would need the strongest branches he could find. Not that it mattered because the idea would never work without leaves anyway.

"There has to be something I can do, but…what?" he asked, absentmindedly, to Toothless. As if in response, the dragon simply lifted his head from his paws, cooed softly, and lowered his head down once again. "Have I really thought of all possible options? I don't want to believe that, but…"

Sure Hiccup had an idea to build a suitable shelter if his stay upon this island lasted through the season of harsh snows, but he also knew that was highly unlikely to ever happen. To build such a shelter, he would again need strong wood that would withstand the harsh winds. Such wood would not be found until after this season of harsh snows and Hiccup knew that, without such a shelter, there was no way that he would live through the season…even with the help from Toothless; there was only so much the dragon would be able to offer.

Hiccup's troubled mind raced with possible thoughts and ideas, but none seemed logical enough to fully think out and plan. He thought about taking another walk around the island but ultimately decided against it in favor of just staying where he already was, at this location on the beach where he had awaken from unconsciousness, where he had realized just how desperate his situation had become.

_**I guess it was too much to hope there would be wild dragons here. Sure that could've been a disaster for me and Toothless, but he was a wild dragon too at one time. If I could train him, maybe I could've trained others, larger dragons that could carry both me and Toothless back to Berk.**_ That idea would never work either; Hiccup hadn't seen any dragons other than the ones with riders that he'd noticed before that storm. They'd never returned either.

"You know, Bud," Hiccup spoke to the dragon lying beside him. "Now is one of those times when it would be really great if the Gods didn't hate me. I'm out of ideas. All that's left is…to stay here and hope we can survive through this season."

Looking up into the cloudless blue sky, Hiccup sighed and placed his left hand on Toothless. Stroking the dragon's jet-black scales, Hiccup sighed again in defeat. "We're never going back to Berk, Bud," he whispered sadly in final realization.

* * *

><p><strong>I know…this chapter is short. It's about fifty words shorter than I usually prefer for my minimum limit…but there wasn't much that needed to be established in this one. <strong>

**This arc, in general, just feels like it's moving so slowly for me…but the next one will pick up a bit! After that…well, I haven't planned out much further than that so far. **

**Coming Up Next: Berk is moving on. Anyone living there can see it. Preparations are being made as Chief Stoick debates over who will be the next heir, taking the place of his fallen son. It is expected that Astrid should move on. "It's been four months. Astrid, it's time to move on." Astrid was still uncertain, though. "How can I move on? Hiccup will always be on my mind."**

**Next Chapter: I'm trying to get back into updating more frequently, but without knowing my work schedule for next week yet, I'm just going to guess that I'll aim for posting chapter 22 on Wednesday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: June 6, 2014**


	22. Berk Moves On

**As promised, I'm going to get this up early for you all! I feel inspired after having rewatched the entire first movie last night!**

**Review Replies:**

_**kitty.0**_**: That's good. I mean…that you understand because that means it's realistically correct…I guess. I have no idea what I'm saying.**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I don't have this one fully planned out yet, but my guess is that it is bordering 100. It may even be just over 100. There's about 8 or 9 planned arcs for this story and each arc is roughly 12-14 chapters.**

_**aaquater**_**: Yeah…comparing the sun and Astrid's hair. Who'd have thought? Haha. Yep, that quote is pretty accurate right about now.**

**_Guest (anonymous)_: I'm sure he'll be rescued…I mean…what's a story where the main character dies? An unconventional one, I guess…and my stories tend to be unconventional…oh, wait… I'm glad you like the dream scenes. Definitely got another one of those planned for a little later.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 22: Berk Moves On<br>Here Without You

"Hiccup…" she mumbled. "Hiccup…come home…" Opening her eyes, Astrid awakened to another bright day. How uncharacteristic of this season! Usually the sunlight was scarce, blocked by clouds. As her mind unclouded from the jumble of sleep, Astrid realized that she had been mumbling. _**Was I talking in my sleep? I never do that! Gods, I hope no one heard me doing that! That would be so embarrassing!**_

Pulling herself from the bed, Astrid attached her shoulder armor and strapped on her leather headband, braiding her blonde hair back as she did. _**What lesson should I teach today at the Academy?**_ she wondered as she thought about what knowledge would be most meaningful for the Riders to learn. She continued to debate this as she left the room to grab some breakfast. By the time she had finished eating, Astrid remained undecided. _**Guess I'll just wing it today. That'll be fun.**_

Silently, Astrid slipped her axe from its wall holder and placed it into her holster so it sat snugly against her back. Hiccup had designed this new holster when her old one started to wear and tear. She smiled at the memory of him presenting his design to her. That had surely been one of the happiest moments in her life thus far. It ranked up there with the romantic flight she had taken with Hiccup when he had first introduced her to his Night Fury.

Walking through the village towards the Academy, Astrid saw the chief up ahead of her a ways. Not wanting to disappoint him once again, Astrid veered off the path in hopes of finding a back-way that did not cross paths with Stoick. As she left the path though, Astrid's eyes met Stoick's and she immediately knew that he would not be asking her today about that decision. _**What was that look? **_Astrid wondered. _**He seemed to look right through me…as if he was distracted or something.**_ Now she was interested to know what Berk's chief was thinking about. It was very rare for Stoick to display such actions; he was usually very focused on all business regarding the island and village. _**I need to find out what's going on. Let's find out if it's as hard to sneak behind and follow the Chief as it is his son.**_ Astrid laughed briefly as she remembered all the times she had once tried to tail Hiccup and find out why he had been acting so strangely. Who'd have thought that her actions would eventually lead to her teaming up with Hiccup to end the 300-year war between Vikings and dragons? Oh, how times had changed.

Peering out from behind the side of the house where she had taken refuge, Astrid saw that, just in that brief moment, the Chief had moved a great distance. Astrid, an expert at stealth, tailed behind, diving behind barrels and houses. She just hoped that no one else in the village noticed her actions; they'd probably alert the Chief and this would be very hard to explain. As she followed a short distance behind, Astrid noticed that Stoick was heading for the Great Hall. _**Oh, it's just a meeting, I'll bet**_. Hiccup used to tell her of the nights his father would come home after meetings; the Heir had made it sound as if they were always long and boring. About to turn back, Astrid stopped as she remembered the distracted look she had seen on Stoick's face, the look so unfamiliar that she had chosen to follow him. _**This isn't just a meeting. There's something else going on here.**_

Astrid waited until Stoick had disappeared into the Great Hall before slowly pulling open the door. She hoped that the creaking from the old hinges did not bother those gathered inside the large hall. Keeping to the back and in the shadows, Astrid listened in to the private council meeting. Though she did not catch every word, Astrid was still able to follow the conversations, well….for the most part.

First, Stoick thanked his gathered council for their time. It was then that Astrid heard some words of interest. "I have called this meeting," the Chief informed those gathered, "at Spitelout's recommendation. He has requested…" Stoick paused as if his next words were hard to speak, "the appointment of a new heir…one to take Hiccup's place."

Astrid almost gasped upon hearing this. _**No! They're….replacing Hiccup. That means they've… **_She didn't want to believe that everyone had actually given up hope of Hiccup's safe return, but this meeting only served to confirm that they had. Never would Astrid have guessed that even Hiccup's father would lose all hope, but it was happening and she was powerless to change it. Astrid wanted to storm to the front and yell to Stoick and his council, to make strong attempts to alter their decision. Instead, she just stormed (no longer caring if they heard her) out of the Great Hall and walked angrily toward the Academy where she knew her friends would be waiting. As she walked through the village, Astrid began to take notice of small things that she had not noticed before. The villagers were moving on too. It seemed that Astrid was the only one who still held out the slightest hope that Hiccup was alive and well.

Arriving at the Academy, Astrid wasted no time in joining her friends inside. As expected, they were restless and annoyed that Astrid had kept them waiting.

"Late much, Astrid?" Snotlout asked, impatiently.

"Perhaps, but not without good reason," Astrid answered, ready to convey what she had just learned. "I just heard that there are talks about the appointment of a new heir. Stoick is replacing Hiccup. He…believes him dead," she informed her friends, filling them in without giving details of how she came to learn of this news.

"Psh, I knew that!" Snotlout answered immediately.

_**Of course he would. It was his dad's idea.**_ Glancing at the others, Astrid saw no remorse; they all had clearly moved on so quickly as well. Finally, Astrid's gaze connected with Fishlegs's eyes. In reply, he gave her a sorrowful look. _**At least he understands.**_ Looking back across the rest of her friends, Astrid smirked as she finally thought of a good lesson to teach. Everyone left the Academy sore, strained, and tired that evening.
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After the other teens, complaining about Astrid's strict lesson, had left the Academy, the surrogate leader remained, watching the sunset as she cleaned up the Academy floor. First she moved all the wooden barriers back against the wall and then she took the broom (the one Hiccup had brought in especially for the Academy floor) and swept the floor free of any lingering dust. Finally satisfied that the Academy was as clean as it would get, Astrid set the broom back against the wall and left to head home.

Astrid trudged home slowly, still thinking about what she had heard today. Nothing was official yet, though; the chief had not yet made his plans known. _**Maybe Stoick won't do it. Maybe, just maybe, he's still also holding out hope deep down. **_

By now it was getting darker and the night air was quickly growing colder. Astrid needed to get home soon. She chanced one last glance at the darkening sky. _**Is it too much to hope that Hiccup is still out there somewhere and looking up at this same sky? Am I foolish to hope this? Am I stupid for still believing?**_

Arriving home, Astrid soon learned that her parents had waited for her before sitting down to eat their dinner. Regret gnawed deep down in her stomach. She had been taking her time in leaving the Academy and heading home while her parents were waiting patiently for her return. Over dinner, Astrid told her parents about what she had heard, again leaving out the specific details.

"This isn't surprising news, Astrid," her father answered between bites. "If you think about it, it has been almost five months since anyone has seen Hiccup or traces of him. The chances of him still being alive are...yeah…not so good."

"I know," Astrid replied shortly. "It's just…"

With a sigh, Astrid's mother set down her wooden eating utensils so that she could give her undivided attention to her daughter. "It's been four months, Astrid. It's time to move on," she spoke softly and gently.

Angered, Astrid shoved her food away. "You too? Everyone is saying that, but how can I just move on? He was my boyfriend. Sure, it was only official for a couple days, but he asked me and I agreed to be his girlfriend! It doesn't matter how much time passes or even if he is found, alive or... " she trailed off, not wishing to finish that thought. Hiccup will always be on my mind and that will never change!"

Suddenly, Astrid no longer felt hungry. Wanting to just be alone, she stood up and simply said "I'm going to bed." before retreating to her bedroom for the rest of the night.

* * *

><p><strong>This is my last update of Wheel before the release of How To Train Your Dragon 2. Hope it's sufficient. There may or may not be one more update of Brave before then. Depends on how much trouble the Romantic Flight scene gives me when I write it out.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup, sketchbook in hand, sat on the beach and stared out at the rolling waves on the waters surrounding him. Many times he had sketched this scene; it had given him something to do. Today, though, he was sketching some plans, possibilities that might take him and Toothless back to Berk. He sketched various ideas of new tailfins for Toothless but each became less and less stable. Time was running out, he knew. He couldn't continue living on his meager diet and sleeping in such cold conditions. Hiccup knew that he had to figure out a way home…and fast.**

**Next Chapter: I'll aim to have the next chapter posted Saturday after 10 PM US East Coast time. In the meantime, enjoy How To Train Your Dragon 2 all you lucky people. Though it comes out Friday here, I won't be seeing it this weekend and I might not be able to see it next week either. Sadface.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: June 11, 2014**


	23. No Easy Victory

**I can't believe How To Train Your Dragon 2 is finally out in theaters! Seems like it was just yesterday that the countdown was showing 220 days…and now, here we are. Just know that, to those who have seen it or will see it this upcoming week, I am super jealous of you all. Yeah…to satisfy my need to see this movie, I'll just work harder on continuing to update Wheel and Brave.**

**Ten more reviews until Wheel's 100****th**** reviewer! Who'll win that honor, I wonder? Well…it's not much, I guess. I post your name on my profile in a special section…finally got around to updating my profile and creating that.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I am super jealous! I don't know yet when I'll get to see it. Hope it was wonderful! Yep, this story is going to be my longest yet. This arc is about halfway done, though. Here's the next chapter.**

_**MHJohn64th**_**: It's okay. I don't mind that you've been silently reading. I am glad to hear that you've been here from the start. I don't know why, but it always pleases me when I learn that there are readers who have always stuck by my stories. It means a lot. As for the plot, yep, that's about all there is to get right now. Trust me, in the next arc, you might have to just sit and take it all in because a lot will happen in Arc 3! Now, for your questions. The first question is set to be addressed in the start of Arc 3 (either the first or second of Hiccup's chapters in that arc). As for the message, we have not seen the last of it! That will also return at the start of Arc 3. As I said, Arc 3 is VERY important!**

_**Herro (anonymous)**_**: Thanks for your thoughts. I guess Astrid's mainly conflicted because she thinks that if she takes the job she won't have time to search for Hiccup…not that she has much time at the moment either.**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: Well, right now, I'm not sure of a true answer to that question, actually. I've been way too lazy about planning out this story. When this arc gets closer to reaching its end, I'll sit down and plan out Arc 4 and possibly Arc 5.**

_**aaquater**_**: That was just a spur-of-the-moment decision, actually. I was trying to think of a way to start the chapter and "Talking In Your Sleep" by The Romantics started playing on Pandora and I was like "…sure, why not?" Yep, that's not what Astrid wanted to hear and she definitely does not like everyone telling her to move on. They just don't understand!**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 23: No Easy Victory<br>Wheel in the Sky

It was surprisingly warm again this afternoon and Hiccup was grateful. As this season of harsh snows progresses, the days will no doubt grow colder, just as cold as the nights currently were and, most likely, even colder than the nights. When it gets to that point in the season, the nights would definitely not provide a sustainable living environment for a young Viking such as the still-stranded Hiccup. While he had these more pleasant days, Hiccup knew that he had to formulate some sort of plan, but he did not even know where to start.

Sketchbook in hand, Hiccup sat on the beach and stared out at the rolling waves on the waters surrounding him. Many times he had sketched this scene; it had given him something to do. Today, though, he was sketching some plans, possibilities that might take him and Toothless back to Berk. He had started out the day by sketching out some ideas. As he had sketched out these ideas, it became clear that, to successfully execute the majority of them, he would need to install a new working tailfin on Toothless. This realization had led to Hiccup's current sketches. For, perhaps, several hours now, Hiccup had sat staring out at the ocean, letting the picturesque scenery inspire him. He had drawn several tailfin sketches already. Each one, though, seemed to become less and less stable. None of his current designs would ever hold up with the possible materials he had to work with on this island.

In frustration, Hiccup scribbled over all his designs and sketches before ripping them out of the sketchbook and tearing them to tiny pieces. Not satisfied with simply ripping up all the pages, Hiccup threw them into the air and let the miniscule pieces rain back down over him, finally coming to a rest on the sand all around the young Viking's seated form. The warm wind picked up the fallen pieces and carried them away, but Hiccup no longer cared. Those designs and sketches were useless anyway. Letting himself fall backwards onto the sand, he stared up at the cloudless blue sky as he had done countless times since waking up on this island.

Hiccup felt so frustrated. As the days had passed, this frustration had continued to grow and, finally, it had overflowed and Hiccup could not stop the tears that welled up in eyes. All he could do was shut his eyes and squeeze them tightly in hopes that would stop the droplets from falling. Everything had been fine before the change of seasons. There had been plenty of food and the weather had been warm enough that Hiccup's life had not been in any immediate danger. Now that the season of harsh snows was upon them, Hiccup was lucky to wake up each morning and even luckier to wake up without shivering.

Though Hiccup and Toothless had gathered nuts and berries before the season of harsh snows began, it still wasn't enough. These small rations did little to satisfy the way Berkian food did. Living this way, meal-to-meal, couldn't be healthy for him…or for Toothless either. _**I wonder if it's possible to make a fishing net out of vines? If I could do that, then at least we would have food. Maybe that would be enough to make it through this season. **_Hiccup frowned, knowing that his optimism was short-lived; without shelter, he would surely not live. As much as he did not want to think about it, Hiccup knew that his days were numbered. Time was quickly running out and there was little that he could do about it. He had no shelter. He had no way home. The quicker he accepted this, the better off he would probably be…but his inherent Viking stubbornness refused; Hiccup would keep fighting death until the very moment it finally claimed him.

On Berk, Hiccup had been known well for being one of the most stubborn Vikings to ever live in the village and he was, again, going to live up to that expectation. There was no way that he would just hand Hel an easy victory. No, he would push through this and he would do everything within his power to survive and find a way back to Berk, home to Astrid. _**It will be dark soon.**_ _**I need to gather supplies now before the sun sets.**_ Hiccup continued to lie on the sand as he made a mental list of everything that he would need to find. If he knew what to search for, then he could probably find it faster and get back to the beach before the world's light disappeared. He did not want to stay in that forest after dark. Sure, it seemed deserted, but, knowing his luck, Hiccup would come across something if he tried wandering the forests paths after the sun set. Deciding that he would grab some twigs, downed branches, and vines, Hiccup wiped any remaining tears from his drying eyes, stood up, and called to Toothless. Once the dragon had joined Hiccup, the two set off into the woods.

They searched together as a team until Hiccup had his arms full with the items he had decided to search for and then they headed back to the beach. On the beach, Hiccup dumped all the supplies from his arms and began to separate them. The branches, twigs, and some of the vines he would use to create a model of a tailfin. The model, though temporary, would assist him when he could secure some stronger branches and twigs (along with some leaves) at the end of the season of harsh snows. The remaining vines Hiccup would tie and weave together to create netting that he could try using to collect fish. If he caught any, he would determine how to cook them. The sand on the beach made it hard to sustain a roaring fire (which is the main reason he had not built one for warmth at night).

For now, though, Hiccup would just work on weaving the fishing net. It was a worthwhile project, one that could potentially benefit and increase his chances of surviving this ordeal. This new project renewed Hiccup's hope and, for now, that was more than enough.

* * *

><p><strong>This chapter was probably all over the place. I wrote most of it late at night. Even when I went back and edited it this morning, I was still like…um…yeah. Hope it was enjoyable.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: They wanted her…no…expected her to move on. Astrid could see it in everyone's eyes. They all wondered how she could still believe. What choice did she have? No one had found any proof either way. Yet, Astrid found herself growing more and more depressed. It doesn't seem like Astrid's life will soon get any brighter as her parents begin discussing…her future? "Don't you see? I have no future without Hiccup. He is the only one I'd ever want to spend my forever with!"**

**Next chapter: I will aim to post chapter 24 by Thursday night after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: June 13, 2014  
>Happy "How To Train Your Dragon 2" Day!<strong>


	24. No Future Without Hiccup

**Guess we'll find out who Wheel's 100****th**** reviewer is in the next chapter? Only two more reviews until we reach that special one! **

**Sorry this is so late. My dad's birthday was on Friday, so I spent much of the week preparing for that. I took him to see How To Train Your Dragon 2 (along with the rest of my family). That kinda…didn't work, not as a birthday gift for my dad, that is. If you've seen the movie, you probably understand.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I don't like that either, but I'm glad it was fairly subtle in the movie. Many probably wouldn't have even picked up on it. **

_**kitty.0**_**: I never thought of that! …and neither did Hiccup, but I don't think he's going to have enough paper to do that now!**

_**MHJohn64th**_**: They may or may not get off the island soon…but there's no guarantee that they'll be heading back to Berk if they do. Yep, this is Astrid's chapter. The chapters in this story alternate (odd chapters—Hiccup and even chapters—Astrid). Good luck with school. **

_**ChibiFelicia**_**: I did not know that leather could be made from fish skin! It'd probably stink pretty badly, though. We'll have to check back in with Hiccup next chapter and see if he's made any progress.**

_**aaquater**_**: Yep, definitely a different emotion! That is a good question…and one that Hiccup is going to have to found out soon.**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: Thank you very much! I'm glad that my story's keeping you excited.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yeah…lots of depression. Things should brighten up eventually for one or both of them. Hopefully. As for the new heir business, Stoick's still a bit unsure if he wants to go through with that, but that sub-plot will return again at the start of Arc 3. That's when the official decision will be made.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 24: No Future Without Hiccup<br>Here Without You

Astrid knew that Berk was moving on and that it was, perhaps, in her best interest to change too. Yet, she continued to push them away; she didn't want their support or their "encouraging" words, words that did little to dull the pain and longing for Hiccup that resided permanently within her heart.

Evening was approaching. Another day without Hiccup had almost passed. How many more such days could Astrid take? With each passing day, she could feel the pain tugging at her from deep within her heart. This was harder than she had ever expected.

She took her time walking home. Her friends had already gone on ahead to the Great Hall for dinner, but Astrid did not feel like joining them tonight. Instead, she decided to walk slowly back to her house for a meal with her family. There was no one else walking through the village tonight and Astrid was grateful. Even though the darkness was beginning to fall, it was still light enough that she would have clearly seen the looks from passing tribe members...and she just was not in the mood to deal with that right now.

They all wondered, Astrid knew it to be true. The villagers' looks said it all. "How could Astrid Hofferson still believe that Hiccup could be safe and that he would return back to Berk?" What choice did Astrid really have? She refused to just turn her back on the one boy she'd ever truly cared for, the only one she would have ever considered calling "boyfriend". It was not a very "Viking-like thing to do", Astrid knew, but sometimes she felt it necessary to shed her tough Viking exterior and just be a teenage girl. Such times were rare, but they did sometimes exist. At times, Astrid would just sit and think back on other times, such as her first romantic flight with Hiccup, when she had let down her guard for just a few brief moments. No, Astrid would not stop believing. There was no evidence yet to disprove her hopes. Until she had certain proof, Astrid would continue to believe and support her absent boyfriend.

Deep in her stomach, Astrid could feel her hunger stirring. Lately, she had been eating less than usual and it was starting to show. Her parents, noticing that their daughter had become a little less muscular that she'd once been, had sat down with Astrid recently and they'd had a family talk. During that talk, Astrid had learned that her parents feared the depression that their daughter was falling into lately. That, they had told her then, was the reason why they wanted Astrid to, at least, try to move on. All Astrid could do during that talk was merely shake her head and continue to express how that would never happen. The thunderstorm deep in her heart would rage on forever, until she could see Hiccup again.

Deep in her thoughts, Astrid had let her feet guide her home by memory. She had walked these paths many times and did not need to think the way from the Academy to her house. Nearly home, Astrid passed by one of the Viking youths of the village: a boy aged six. He was alone and Astrid felt a small pang of sadness in her heart. That boy could've been Hiccup ten years ago. Though Astrid was certain that this boy had to have friends, it still hurt Astrid to remember how she and her friends had turned Hiccup away countless times; she had never stopped to think how alone and unwanted he must've felt back then. The young boy noticed Astrid's presence and paused to smile and wave at her. "Hi, Astrid!"

Astrid did not have to force a small smile as she returned the wave. She said nothing, not trusting her voice to speak steadily. The youth of Berk admired and adored her after hearing stories of how she and her friends had defeated the largest and most evil dragon they had ever seen. The village youth especially loved Hiccup. Many times when Astrid had walked with Hiccup through the village, the younger kids would approach them. The kids would crowd around, chattering happily and Hiccup would always entertain, showing off his prosthetic leg and letting the kids pet Toothless's jet-black scales. The lead dragon trainer/rider was so good with children and the scene had always touched Astrid's heart to see Hiccup interact with them. He would've made a great father and that was the title she hoped her future children could've used when they referred to Hiccup.

Dropping her gaze, Astrid silently walked away from the young Viking boy and finished her walk back home. Dinner was already cooked and sitting on the table by the time Astrid entered her house.

"Ah, Astrid, good, you're home. Come eat dinner!" her mother ordered, noticing the arrival of her daughter.

Astrid said nothing, but obliged and took her seat at the table. Her parents sat down not long after. All throughout the meal, Astrid could feel their eyes resting upon her; she was well accustomed to that feeling by now. She said nothing and, instead, pushed her food across her wooden platter with her wooden eating utensils. Occasionally, she would take a small bite before returning to pushing the food around once again. With the food sitting in front of her, Astrid no longer felt as hungry as she had earlier while walking home.

"Astrid…" her mother began, setting down her eating utensils to face her daughter. "You need to eat."

"I'm not hungry," Astrid mumbled back, never taking her eyes off the meal in front of her.

Though Astrid's answer had been mumbled, she knew immediately that her mother had understood. There was a pause and Astrid knew her parents were exchanging glances.

"We…need to talk, Astrid," her mother continued softly and Astrid could just tell that this "talk" wasn't going to end well.

Pushing her plate away, Astrid finally looked up to face her parents. "Go on," she obliged, though her tone did little to conceal her disinterest.

"Astrid, listen," her father began, also temporarily pausing in eating his meal. "We know that you miss Hiccup and that you don't, necessarily, agree that he is…" he trailed off slightly, but picked up again before Astrid could cut in defiantly. "You are depressed, Astrid. It hasn't gone unnoticed. You barely eat anymore and your interests have diminished as well. Astrid, this isn't healthy…and we, your mother and I, are worried about you."

"I…I'm trying to…make it…without him," Astrid admitted, looking down, sad that she was worrying her family. "It's harder than I'd ever expected it to be."

"That's…not the only thing we wanted to talk with you about tonight, though, Astrid. We're worried about your well-being most of all," her father continued, waiting until he had his daughter's attention once again, "but we are also worried about your future."

"My future?" Astrid was confused by this. What could her father mean by that?

"Your 17th birthday is approaching," he reminded her. "It's not too early to start thinking about marriage. By the time many of Berk's Vikings are your age, they are married already."

"Marriage?! That is out of the question! I refuse to marry if my betrothed is anyone other than Hiccup! "

"Astrid," her mother spoke up next, placing a hand on her daughter's shoulder, "you are a pretty girl, one of the best-looking female Vikings Berk has ever had. You'll have no trouble finding a nice young Viking to marry."

Now Astrid was frustrated. Her parents were just as stubborn as the majority of Berk's Vikings, but they clearly did not understand. "Don't you see? I have no future without Hiccup. He is the only one I'd ever want to spend my forever with!" She had heard enough. "I'm going to bed," she finished, standing up. That was all she said; there was no reason to justify her decision. Besides, how could she explain that dreaming, lately, was so much better than being awake? In her dreams, she could see Hiccup and talk to him again…and this was just what she needed right now.

* * *

><p><strong>I felt inspired to finish this chapter finally! Seeing How To Train Your Dragon 2 today totally did that. Such a great movie…but now what am I going to get excited for? How To Train Your Dragon 3 won't be out for two more years.<strong>

**Anyway, no one cares about the ending A/N's so I'll move right on with the rest of the usual chapter closure. **

**Coming Up Next: The season of harsh snows has finally arrived. Sure, it had already begun, but now the weather has finally caught up. Temperatures during the day are brutal and temperatures at night are harsh. Even with Toothless's warm body near him, Hiccup still shivers uncontrollably. Bright and sunny days are a thing of the past. The frostbite will surely set in soon and, when that happens, all hope might truly be lost.**

**Next chapter: I'll probably just be safe and say that I'll aim to post chapter 25 next Saturday after 10PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: June 22, 2014**


	25. Exposed To The Cold

**Sorry for the delay in posting this chapter. Brave's latest chapter was hard for me to write for some reason. **

**Congrats to Wheel's 100****th**** reviewer: **_**MHJohn64th**_**! As soon as I get some time, I shall add your name to the special section for milestone reviewers on my profile. Unfortunately, that's the only prize (other than mention in this chapter) that I can give.**

**Review Replies:**

_**Hiccup-ALG**_**: The message will return! It will pop back up at the start of Arc 3. As for how Hiccup and Toothless leave the island (because the story can't be 100 chapters of them stuck here, can it?), it won't be a Typhoomerang, but it will still be just as shocking (not literally). **

_**MHJohn64th**_**: Congrats on posting the 100****th**** review for Wheel! Yes, this story is not going to be happy…for the most part. The ending, though…well, I won't give it away, but it should get better. Reunion? Who says that Hiccup and Astrid will be reunited? Haha. Seriously, though, this is Hiccup we are talking about. Sure, he's a bit depressed right now, but he always seems to think of ways out of sticky situations. As for the depressing setting, it wouldn't be realistic for it to get easier for Hiccup and Toothless. The weather will only continue to get colder and the resources at this time of the year are running thin. Well, guess I'll have to look forward to the DVD release of How To Train Your Dragon 2…so I can buy it and watch it over and over again like I've done with the first one. Haha.**

_**kitty.0**_**: If only I had known that (you know what I'm talking about) would happen. Ah, my dad still liked the movie anyway. I can't wait for it to come out on DVD. I'm ready to re-watch it again already…but I won't pay to see it in 2-D in the theaters…and the 3-D showings ended when Transformers opened. **

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I wouldn't have picked up on it if I hadn't read an article somewhere about it. As long as they don't show Gobber romancing with other male Vikings in the third movie, I'll be quite okay. **

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: Yes, it was amazing! I mean, I still like the first movie too, but the sequel was just as good (if not a bit better, even). Thank you! I'm glad you like the Hiccstrid…even though they're not together. It'll be like this for a while. I don't see Hiccup making it back to Berk…well, for a little bit, at least. To answer your questions, I am 23 (I'll be 23.5 in a little less than a month! Not helping my "I'm not old" case, I know) and I live on the US East Coast. **

_**dragonlover17**_**: Aww…I love your idea. Unfortunately, it won't fit into the story now as I have it, but maybe I'll write a spin-off chapter where that happens. It'd be fun! I won't be too horribly mean to Hiccup. He's my favorite character (with Astrid as a very, very close second). **

_**ChibiFelicia**_**: Yes, the others did move on quickly, but I'm going on the assumption of these times when the Vikings lived. Conditions were harder and they were much quicker to believe someone dead when they lost communication or are not found for a brief amount of time. Well, at least, I think that's true. It's been awhile since I took a history class. Wow…you really did your research…for my story, even. I feel honored. Haha. Hiccup has to catch some fish first, though.**

_**Lady (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, I know it is, but that is the nature of this arc. It's a slower one because the next one will be faster-paced. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: She does need a pep talk from Dream!Hiccup. Heck, I could use one of those. Dream!Hiccup is adorable. Yeah…the people in Astrid's life have horrible timing, it seems. Here's the next update.**

* * *

><p>Chapter 25: Exposed To The Cold<br>Wheel in the Sky

Hiccup couldn't sleep. How he wished he could say that his intuitive mind was keeping him awake, but this was not the case tonight. The young Viking was accustomed to cold; it was something he had to just get used to while living on Berk, an island where it tended to snow nine months out of the year…and hail during the other three. What Hiccup was experiencing now, though, was beyond cold; it was just brutal. Even without wind, the temperatures were so cold that Hiccup found himself constantly shivering. He could find some temporary comfort by sitting near to his dragon, but even that would only help for so long before the cold sent chills running beneath his skin.

How he wished that there was a more favorable shelter on the island. He had explored one warmer afternoon, looking for a cave, but there were none. Hiccup had concluded that this island had the central woods and the beach with the water surrounding it in all directions; there was nothing else.

Currently, Hiccup lay curled up tightly to Toothless's side. The large black dragon slept peacefully, unaware of the struggle his little human was having. Hiccup shivered violently as the night air passed over his small form. Briefly, he had wondered how Toothless could go on sleeping, how the dragon did not notice the shaking.

In attempts to distract his mind from the shivering and the cold, Hiccup thought back to the warmer days , ones that had so quickly fled. Somewhere nearby lay Hiccup's discarded half-finished makeshift fish netting. He wished that he could finish the project, but the shivering would just deter his fingers and he did not want to mess up the careful weaving of the vines. "O-Odin…h-help me. Give me strength to c-c-carry on," he whispered out between shivers. The night air was so cold that it instantly clenched his chest in reflex, making it harder than ever to breathe.

Trying again to distract himself from the cold, Hiccup thought of things that made him happy. Dragon racing was the first thing that came to his mind. Back home on Berk, Hiccup and his friends (but mainly Hiccup) had been designing a new sport based on the informal fun races they held every so often. Hiccup had been looking forward to participating (for he was certain the "sport" would become an instant hit among the villagers), but now he was unsure if he'd ever get the opportunity. How he had looked forward to beating Astrid in front of the spectating crowd made up of eager Berkians.

Immediately, Hiccup's mind was flooded again with thoughts of Astrid. Gods, he missed her. _**Does she miss me too? Has she moved on? I'm sure she has. Berk isn't known to hold out hope for castaways,**_ Hiccup thought, downcast. This realization was almost enough to convince Hiccup to just give up, but then he would remind himself that giving up would get him nowhere. At least if he tried to survive, Hiccup might someday stumble upon the resources he'd need for a return trip to Berk.

Sighing, Hiccup shifted, trying to fall back asleep. Day was approaching and Hiccup knew that he needed the rest. His mind was already cloudy enough from the cold some days. He didn't need sleep deprivation to muck up his thoughts any further. Sometime later, a few hours before daybreak, Hiccup finally fell into a light sleep.

Several hours later, Hiccup was roused when his dragon pillow shifted. Toothless had risen from where he'd lain and Hiccup, not prepared for the movement, found himself laying on his back, the air knocked from his lungs. When Hiccup could breathe smoothly again, he glared at the dragon, but Toothless's back was to Hiccup. _**Thank you for nothing, you useless reptile!**_ Hiccup felt a small smile find its way onto his face. Those were the exact words he had said to Toothless during his and Astrid's first flight together.

Sitting up, Hiccup noticed the wind. Overnight, it seemed to have picked up. _**Please tell me that it's not going to snow. **_OnBerk, snowfall could get heavy at times, coating everything in a fluffy layer of white and stranding Vikings inside their homes for days. If it snowed like that now, Hiccup (and maybe even Toothless) could be buried. With a glance skyward, Hiccup's fears were confirmed. There was a storm approaching. Whether it would bring snow, though, Hiccup did not know. The chill of the growing wind reminded Hiccup of yet another impending danger. He had seen it happen before on Berk. Vikings who stayed out in the cold for long periods of time would experience it. First, their exposed skin would turn blue and then they would lose all feeling. Left untreated, it would just get worse and worse. Hiccup, himself, had experienced it once before and that was an experience he had hoped to forget. Unfortunately, the memories resurfaced before he could stop them.

888

_Hiccup was in his sixth year of life…and still quite the small boy, smallest still among all those his age. It was a customary season of harsh snows on Berk that year. Back then, Hiccup had still loved snow very much and on this one particular day, the morning after another heavy snowfall, he woke up enthusiastic to play out in the fallen snow. _

_The house had been empty that morning and Hiccup knew that his father would most likely be home late as he was probably busy with his chieftain duties. Hiccup frowned at the though. His father was always too busy to make time for him. Young Hiccup knew that he should probably be used to this by now, but it still hurt, a constant reminder of his unimportance. _

_By the time Hiccup left his house, the other kids his age were already outside. Finding them, Hiccup ran up to them, asking them if they wanted to play in the fresh snow. As usual, they scoffed, telling Hiccup how "real Vikings don't play in snow". Hiccup gave his usual "Fine, then I'll go play by myself." answer before running off back to his house. When Hiccup would play in the snow, he would always do so behind his house because the building sheltered the view from Berk; none of the adult Vikings would see Hiccup's actions and belittle him like the kids. _

_For hours, Hiccup entertained himself in the snow. He built snow Vikings and held imaginary dragon battles in which he, the hero, would arrive at just the right moment and vanquish the beasts, saving Berk. It was late in the day when Hiccup decided to leave behind his imaginary world and head inside to see if his father had returned. It wasn't until he went to pull open the back door that Hiccup noticed. Before, he had not paid much attention to his hands while he was playing, but when his hands touched the door, he felt searing pain. The young Viking wanted to cry out, but he knew that would make him look weak, so he simply bit down on his lower lip and entered the house. _

_The first thing Hiccup noticed once he had shut the back door was the smell. It wafted into his nose and his stomach rumbled in anticipation; he had not eaten yet today and his father's cooking smelled wonderful. As Hiccup walked further into the house, he noticed Stoick sitting in his favorite chair by the fire. Stoick took little notice of his son and only briefly told the boy that there was a bowl of hot stew on the table for him to eat. In reply, Hiccup gave a simple word of thanks as he sat down at the table. _

_Unfortunately, though, he was having an increasingly harder time hiding the pain in his hands. They burned with an icy fire and he found himself continuing to grit his teeth in pain. Even when Hiccup had thanked his father, the boy had a hard time keeping his voice steady and he knew that the Chief had noticed. Discreetly, Hiccup ate his stew and stole glances at his father who did the same from across the room. The wooden utensil in Hiccup's hand was unsteady as the boy tried his best not to grip it too tightly as that would send more icy shock waves up his arms. _

_Finally, after many discrete glances, Hiccup heard his father sigh and walk over to the table. The boy thought little of it; his father never really cared what his son did…unless it involved causing trouble out in the village. So, Hiccup continued to slowly eat his stew. Hiccup was just about to take another bite when his father's strong grasp locked around his skinny left arm and he was pulled to his feet. Dropping his eating utensil in surprise, Hiccup was barely able to speak a confused "D-Dad?" before the man released him._

_Stoick immediately began filling a pot full of water and muttering words that Hiccup could barely hear. As Hiccup listened closely, he heard a few snippets of Stoick's conversation with himself. "Tell me sooner…" and "heat water…" were the only words the young Vikings could understand._

_Once Stoick had filled the pot, he carried it over to the fireplace and hung the pot on the hook to allow the water to heat. Hiccup made to move over and ask what this was all about, but his father stopped him. "Don't go disappearing, Boy. Stay right there."_

_It did not take long for the water to heat to the desired temperature. Stoick did not want it to be too hot. When he was satisfied, Stoick removed the heated pot and brought it back over to the table. "Put your hands in the pot, Hiccup."_

_The boy did not really want to soak his ice-cold hands into the warm water, but he knew better than to argue with his father. Slipping his hands into the water, Hiccup resisted the urge to cry out in pain. Soon enough, though, it all became too much for the 6-year old and he hissed at the hurtful feeling in his hands._

"_Now, tell me," Stoick spoke in that stern "no-nonsense" tone of his, "how long were you outside and what were you doing?"_

_Hiccup did not really want to tell his father that he was doing something as un-Viking-like as playing in the fresh snow, but when he stole at glance at his father's dark eyes, Hiccup could just tell that his father already knew the answer anyway. "I…I was playing…in the snow, but I don't know how long. It was awhile, though, I guess."_

_Hiccup watched his father exhale. "You should have told me that your skin was exposed to the cold for such a long time, Hiccup." _

_The boy was almost surprised at the concern he heard. Had his father actually been worried about him? That would be a first. "I didn't think it was that big a deal. I thought it would go away eventually and—"_

_Stoick cut off Hiccup. "It would not have gone away. You're just lucky that your hands hadn't turned blue yet! If it had gotten that far…"_

_Looking down at his hands in the rippling lukewarm water, Hiccup tried to imagine them with a bluish hue. "What would've happen? Would they have cut my hands off like they did to Gobber's arm and leg?" he asked with the boyish curiosity of which only he seemed capable._

_His father gave a stern look and Hiccup instantly quieted. This always happened; it would seem that Hiccup would always say the wrong words, causing more disappointment and disgust from his father. Stoick turned to head back out to the village. "I have work to do. Don't even think of moving from that spot until your hands feel normal again." As the Chief left the house, Hiccup heard one last quiet word. "Yes." The boy knew that was the answer to his previous question and he was too hurt to notice his father's concern._
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As Hiccup thought back on that day many years prior, he recalled the feeling in his hands. It had been painful, painfully numb. He didn't feel that feeling yet, but he knew that if he did start to feel it, then his days would finally truly be numbered. With no way to get warm, he would slowly freeze to death, literally. Quickly, he lifted his tunic slightly, eyeing his skin for any bluish coloring. Luckily, he saw none; he was still okay for now.

While Hiccup had been lost in his thoughts, the storm had crept closer. There was no warning—once it started, the storm poured down in torrents, instantly soaking through Hiccup's tunic and fur vest. "Toothless!" Hiccup yelled to his nearby dragon who instantly ran over and sheltered his rider with one of his black wings. _**Well, at least it isn't snow…**_ "Come on, Toothless. Let's get further into the woods. Hopefully we can make a better temporary shelter from this rain in there." Together they walked in sync, both hoping to stay as dry as possible.

* * *

><p><strong>I know…this is super late…but, on the plus side, I gave you all an extra 1,000 words to read in this chapter. The flashback kinda came to me and I was like…sure, why not. Although, it was hard because I'm so used to writing Fatherly!Stoick and then I had to switch to Uncaring!Stoick for that little scene. Hope you enjoyed it anyway.<strong>

**P.S. You have no idea the temptation I had to have Hiccup start singing "Do You Want To Build A Snowman?" when he asks the other kids if they want to play in the snow. Ultimately, as you see, I decided against that. Haha.**

**Coming Up Next: Astrid was really starting to think that she could no longer handle everything that life was throwing her way. Everyone still acted overfriendly, always greeting her and asking about how she was feeling on that day. Frustrated, Astrid cancels Dragon Training for the day and spends her time alone. Later on that night, she is blessed with another dream, but this one is different tonight. Who is that mysterious figure that has appeared in the dream? No…it couldn't be…**

**Next Chapter: Well, I think this next one won't take as long to write up (but of course, I don't know for certain), so I'll tentatively say that I'll aim to have it posted…hmm, I'll try a week from today—next Thursday after 10 PM US East Coast time. HEADS UP—I won't be updating any stories between tomorrow (Friday) and Monday because I won't be home. Going to visit my family for the holiday. This has been posted in the announcements section of my profile as well. (Yeah, I have one of those now. Feel free to check it every so often. Sometimes I post notices there.)**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky (and baring through this slow-moving arc. Four more chapters until Arc 3!)**

**Posted: July 3, 2014**


	26. Life Is Overrated

**Time for more Wheel! I don't know why I felt that I started the initial set-up for this chapter, but I can't find it. Random…I know. **

**Oh, and I did some more plotting for this story tonight. We're up to a total of 61 planned chapters and five planned arcs…and that's only a little under three-fourths of what I have planned (or thought about, anyway) to occur in Wheel!**

**Review Replies:**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: Guilty as charged. In 12 days, I'll be 23.5…Gods help me. Haha.**

_**Jesusfreak (anonymous)**_**: I hope they don't explore it, but I will wait the two years until the next one (two years is so much better than waiting four…although, I only waited two because I didn't immediately watch the first movie).**

_**aaquater**_**: Yes, it was too close! Luckily, Hiccup still has both hands…for now. I, too, could definitely see Hiccup arguing that point.**

_**UnbreakableWarrior**_**: Thanks!**

_**Diskonnekt**_**: They should show a canon of Hiccup growing up. We've seen him as a baby, but I want to know what he was like as a kid. I, personally, want to see him out hunting for trolls.**

_**kitty.0**_**: He knows what to watch out for, but he has no way to stop it from happening.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Good guess about the mysterious figure, but not quite. You are right to think of the TV series, though. Here's the next chapter.**

_**MHJohn64th**_**: Yep, 100****th**** review. What will they endure, huh? Heat? Nope. Wild dragons? Nope. Island's deserted. Pirates? Unlikely. I will say that things will begin to turn around for them in Arc 3. This arc is naturally supposed to be slow and depressing (I mentioned that at the start of the arc, in fact). Well, I wasn't going to have Hiccup sing it; I just said that the thought crossed my mind. Maybe I'll write it up as an extra for this story just because the idea is too good to pass up. Oh, when HTTYD 2 comes out on DVD, I'm going to buy it at my earliest convenience and rewatch it cause I'm already starting to forget scenes from it (I only saw it once!). **

_**dragonlover17**_**: Someday I'll get around to writing that. I need to just post up all my outtakes and extras because they are piling up in my saved documents. I loved reading about little Hiccup and I'm glad that you think I kept him IC. I was a little worried about that…especially in the scene with his father. I felt I was slipping at one point and making his speech sound older. It happens, I guess. No need to worry. I'm glad you did get to read the chapter.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 26: Life Is Overrated<br>Here Without You

It was another one of those days, the days when Astrid felt as though life was crushing the very air from her lungs. Responsibilities and grief were constant weights upon her shoulders. To make matters even worse, Astrid's dreams had been bleak and void lately. When was the last time Hiccup had even entered her dreams? She could not even remember; it had been too long.

Her mood did not improve as she walked to the Academy. Another Viking woman approached her, greeting Astrid and asking how she was feeling on this afternoon. Inwardly, Astrid sighed, but she kept her obvious frustrations locked inside. Instead, she plastered a fake smile onto her face and gave the same answer that she'd already spoken to the other five (or was it six now?) Vikings who had already asked her the very same question just this morning. She was fine, that's what she would tell them. Just heading out to the Academy for another day of dragon training. As soon as the older woman had turned to return to her work, Astrid dropped her fake smile in favor of a scowl. _**Life is overrated. I hope it gets better…but it only will when Hiccup returns. Then everything can be normal…well, as normal as life on Berk can be…again.**_

Up ahead, the Academy waited with its gates open and ready for her to enter. When she did, Astrid found that she was the last to arrive. This was unusual; Snotlout and the twins often would saunter in ten minutes late with some stupid excuse about yaks. As Astrid entered the Academy, Snotlout and the twins all gave anxious remarks about being kept waiting, but Astrid, also upset, pushed the comments aside. Looking out to her four friends, Astrid tried to remember what she had planned on teaching today. Instead, all she seemed to think about was this morning. Sure, everyone was just concerned and being friendly, but Astrid was fed up with giving the same answers. Of course she wasn't okay. Her boyfriend was missing and presumed dead. Then, as if the Gods wanted to add salt to an already-open and stinging wound, she thought of the season. Soon, the snows would set in and Berk and all surrounding areas would be covered in white. Let's also not forgot the cold. That would be even worse than the snows. If Hiccup did not return home soon, then… "Training is canceled today." She spoke the words before she could even think them through.

Astrid heard the muttering and whispers from her friends along with the concerned squawks from Stormfly, who, up to this point, had followed beside her Rider quietly, but the young Viking shieldmaiden pushed all the sounds aside. "We'll be back here tomorrow. Just…enjoy the day off," Astrid told them before running out of the Academy. She could feel their confused stares on her back and she could hear Stormfly running to catch up with her, but Astrid didn't care; she just wanted to be alone, away from everyone and their concerns and questions. It all was overwhelming.

Hiccup had once showed her a place where he liked to spend his alone time. Similar to the cove, it was peaceful and serene. It was a beach on the opposite side of the island from the docks. As Astrid took a seat on the sand, she remembered a happier time when all the Riders had stood upon this very beach. In reality, it had been another of Hiccup's plans to show his father that he was a worthy Viking (and the young heir had almost gotten himself hurt(or worse) yet again. He had found a hidden map to some kind of treasure placed in a concealed location by one of Berk's former heirs. There were riddles throughout the map, leading adventurers on the path to this supposed treasure. Though Astrid had, at first, been adverse to letting Hiccup take on the quest, she eventually consented and all had turned out successfully; Hiccup had found what he was looking for…in more ways than one.

Astrid smiled softly in remembrance as she looked out to the gently rolling waves on the water. She just knew that Hiccup was still out there somewhere. Though she did not know where, Astrid simply refused to let herself believe otherwise. As she sat there on the calm beach, Astrid found herself constantly looking to the sky, hoping to see Hiccup fly overheard on Toothless. Heck, right now, she would even be fine witnessing one of his freefall exercises. Anything was better than this uncertainty.
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Astrid stayed at the beach until the approach of dinnertime. _**This way**_, she figured,_** I can hopefully avoid having to answer their concern questions again**_. When she was certain that the majority of the villagers would be eating in the Great Hall, Astrid stood up and brushed the sand from her skirt. "Come on, Stormfly. Let's head back to home," she told her dragon as the Nadder kneeled down to allow her Rider to climb aboard into her saddle, one fashioned by Hiccup a while ago.

Stormfly flew straight to Astrid's home, landing behind the house. From there, the Nadder entered the nearby stable where she spent her nights and Astrid followed to feed her dragon the nightly supply of chicken for dinner. Astrid even threw in a little extra as a reward to Stormfly for being her calm comforter today.

The house was dark and Astrid guessed that her parents had chosen to eat dinner tonight at the Great Hall. She was certain that they would he expecting their daughter to join them, but Astrid just wasn't hungry tonight. Instead, she retreated immediately to her bedroom and set to work removing her shoulder armor. After the frustrations of today, all Astrid wanted was to sleep and see Hiccup in her night visions. Would that be too much to ask?
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Apparently, it wasn't too much to ask for at all. Soon after falling asleep, Astrid found herself in a vast darkness. She could only see a short distance ahead of her and around her. _**Why is it so dark?**_ she wondered. Beside her, Astrid felt a familiar presence. Stormfly was there with her, but that was not surprising. Her dragon would always have her back and she would always be there for her dragon. That was one of the many similarities between Astrid and Hiccup. They both held this unswerving loyalty and the bonds between them and their respective dragons ran deep.

Astrid kept walking forward…or, the direction she thought was forward anyway. She could easily be walking the same circular path, but something told her that she should walk this direction. Besides, Stormfly was here and surely could see through this darkness. If it was unsafe or incorrect, Stormfly would surely stop her and lead her to the correct direction.

Up ahead, Astrid could make out a light growing brighter as she walked closer. "Come on, Stormfly. That must be where we need to go," she spoke to her dragon who chirped in agreement.

As she approached the lit area, Astrid's eyes readjusted from the dark and she noticed that the area was not lit…exactly. Instead, it was white. Everything was lit with a pearly brightness. That's why the two figures were easy to spot. _**Hiccup! Toothless!**_ Running over to where her friends sat, Astrid noticed, as she approached that they were shaking uncontrollably, well…Hiccup was, at least. Toothless looked to be fine. "Hiccup, you're…!" She was cut off, though, as Stormfly took off running to the other side of the white surroundings. _**That's strange. Stormfly never leaves my side. What's going on?**_ The dragon had run faster than usual too. To Astrid's eyes, the Nadder had been a blue blur.

"I think your dragon likes me."

_**That voice!**_ Astrid had hoped she would never hear it again. There was no mistaking the words either. They were the same as last time. Besides, Hiccup would never say something like that; he already knew that Stormfly liked him best out of the other Riders.

In front of her eyes, Astrid watched Hiccup stand and begin walking toward the figure, still shrouded in darkness. Desperate, Astrid ran to her boyfriend, hoping to catch up to him and convince him to stay with her. Gripping his left arm, Astrid momentarily halted Hiccup's approach. "Wait, Hiccup. Don't go. Stay with me. Come back to me. On Berk. Where you belong."

The figure was still hidden, but Astrid could hear every spoken word. "Come with me, Hiccup. I can provide you with warmth and shelter and food. Everything that you could ever need. I have it all."

Astrid could feel Hiccup's shivering through her hands, but she refused to give in; she would never let her opponent win, not when the prize was her Hiccup. "Can't you see? We have all that too on Berk. Everyone misses you. You need to come home to us, Hiccup!" The Berk shieldmaiden did not care that some of her words lacked truth. Right now, she was just desperate to convey her message and need to Hiccup.

Hiccup turned back to face Astrid and his spoken reply tore at her already-broken heart. "I'm sorry, Astrid."

Stunned, Astrid loosened her grip and Hiccup easily shook himself free. _**How could he-?**_ Astrid could not believe her boyfriend's choice and she felt, deep in her chest, as if her heart had just shattered into thousands of tiny pieces.

Oblivious to his girlfriend's despair, Hiccup kept walking, his steps a little shaky, to the end of the white area where another dark area began. In a last ditch effort, Astrid, still rooted to her spot in shock, called out to her boyfriend. "Wait, Hiccup! Don't go to…" Her words fell short as the figure from the other side of darkness finally stepped out into the white. Though Astrid already knew who had been speaking, it still hurt to see that person again, especially knowing that Hiccup had chosen the other girl over his own girlfriend. "Heather."

* * *

><p><strong>As I take a deep sigh…Wow…that chapter took forever to write. I'm so sorry. The beginning of the chapter was so hard because I was super excited to write the dream…but I had to get there first. Hope that everything sounded alright.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: A new day has dawned. The storms lately have been harsh and the temperatures bitter. Hiccup, though, is optimistic. Death will not have an easy victory. No, Hiccup will continue his work on the fishnet he had started. Hopefully, he can stop the fierce shaking in his hands long enough to complete the project. **

**Next Chapter: As always, it depends on when I can get Brave updated as that story will receive the next update. I will aim to have chapter 27 posted next Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: July 15, 2014**


	27. Keeps Me Yearning

**I took a brief break from this story in hopes that I could veer it back onto the track I had planned. I still feel that it's kinda…off, but I can work with that. Next arc, I'll get it back to where I wanted it to go.**

**Review Replies:**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: That dream will be explained.**

_**SkySorrow (anonymous)**_**: Thanks.**

_**guest (anonymous)**_**: Astrid's been a bit busy with everything that's been going on, but she will take more of an initiative in Arc 3.**

_**kitty.0**_**: Yes, this dream will be similar to the others, but it will also be different too.**

_**WikiSorceror**_**: Yeah…these two arcs are introductory. I don't know why I set it up that way, but that's how it is in my notes. The next arc will have more action and plot advancement.**

_**The Plasma Blast**_**: Not quite…you'll see next chapter how she reacts to that dream. IC was to stand for "In Character". I didn't feel like typing those words out. Thank you very much!**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: It only seems like Heather is "the bad guy" because the dream was described as Astrid was seeing it. Heather is not going to play such a role in this story. I actually do like her as a character. That's a pretty good guess, but I won't say anything more on that until Arc 3 (as this is the final Hiccup chapter of Arc 2). Thanks for the kind words, my friend. It's always great to hear such positive feedback from readers. **

_**UnbreakableWarrior**_**: Thank you very much!**

_**Anonymous (anonymous)**_**: Good questions. If Berk sees Hiccup again, it would mean the story is ending as that is the main conflict here. This storyline will span several years, so, yes, Hiccup will grow older. He won't find a different village or Valka. Not on this island, anyway.**

_**Teehee4869**_**: Yeah, it is slow…even by my standards. Next time, I am definitely not writing in two introductory arcs for any of my stories. Haha.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 27: Keeps Me Yearning<br>Wheel in the Sky

The storms lately had been harsh and the temperatures bitter. Hiccup could have expected this, though. Those were both typical for days and nights during the season of harsh snows. Somehow, he made it through each and every bitter cold day and night. When the air temperatures would drop, Hiccup would try to think of warmer days, though this could prove difficult as it was usually quite cold on Berk.

A new day was dawning over Hiccup's island. As the boy woke, shivering slightly, his first thought was that he should really name this island because he planned to create a map of the areas surrounding Berk if he ever returned home. What could he possibly name this place, though? Maybe he'd ask Toothless later. Perhaps the dragon could help. Not now, though; Toothless was still sleeping. _**Lucky dragon**_, Hiccup thought with a small sad smile. _**At least he can keep warm. Dragons are made to withstand these harsh seasons on Berk. **_

Nearby, within a couple arms' reach was the discarded and half-complete fishing net. As the days had grown colder, Hiccup had pushed the work-in-progress aside. It was one that demanded accuracy and, with the fierce shaking that racked his body, the young Viking heir had worried that his hands would unintentionally make a crucial error. Looking back at the net, though, Hiccup sighed softly so as not to worry his sleeping dragon. If he could just finish this net, they could potentially expand their meal options. Frozen nuts and berries were both getting old and Hiccup knew that Toothless would appreciate the reentrance of fish into his diet. Was it worth taking the chance? _**Yes**_, Hiccup ultimately decided_**, it's worth it**_. He refused to allow Death such an easy victory. Besides, with no Vikings anywhere in the vicinity, there was no one to create a ship to Valhalla for him and Hiccup did not want to be stuck in the limbo realm between here and there.

Crawling over slowly, Hiccup extended his left arm and grabbed onto the net, pulling it over to where he sat near Toothless. As carefully as he possibly could, Hiccup set to work with the materials he had, weaving vine after vine into the intricate patterns needed to create a sturdy net. He had watched Berkian fisherman create nets back when he was younger. The precise work had always intrigued him, but, unfortunately, when he would tell his father about it, the Chief would scoff and quickly change the topic…that is, if there was any conversation at all. Sometimes, Stoick would simply walk away, leaving young Hiccup to entertain himself.

There was actually sun today. For most of the recent days, it had been stormy. Some days there were snow. On other days, there was that rain that would fall as if it were half-frozen. Hiccup preferred snow over that rain. That rain was as bad as ice…and it didn't help that he walked with a peg leg that always seemed to slide on the slippery-coated surfaces. It was a relief that the day smiled down on Hiccup and his dragon. The boy knew that days like this one did not often happen, so he concentrated deeply on the netting project in hopes that he could finish it before the weather turned bad once again (because it surely would).

The boy concentrated for what had to be hours on his work. Though his hands still shook slightly, Hiccup did not feel that his work suffered and he was certain that his net, when finished, could be used practically. Up in the sky, though Hiccup was not watching, the sun continued its daily course, moving surely from horizon to horizon, like a bright and glowing ball on the spoke of the invisible wheel in the sky.

Hunger began to set in as Hiccup tied the final knot. Toothless had woken a while ago and had quietly sat staring, watching his Rider as the boy's eyebrows flexed in concentration and his fingers weaved strand after strand of vine. Throwing the completed net down in triumph, Hiccup stood to stretch out his tensed muscles, tight from hunching over his work. "Well, what d'ya think, Bud?" he asked the dragon, holding the net out for Toothless to sniff. The Night Fury gave a small nod in approval and Hiccup smiled at his friend. "Well, let's go try it out!"

Hiccup was not a fisherman. He had never fished before…even when his father had tried to teach him the skill one afternoon. Having been born into the lineage of Berk's Chief, the young heir was used to having the fish delivered to his home or served at the Great Hall. He had never tried to actually catch the fish and the thought made Hiccup a little nervous. What if he did it wrong? Would all of his hard work end up being for nothing?

Looking out to the water surrounding the island, Hiccup sighed as he tried to figure out a way to put his new fishing net to practical use. He had no boat; that was normally how Berk Vikings used their fishing nets. Yes, he would have to cast out the net from the shore and hope that there was no ice on the waters that might snag through the weaved vines.

"Well, here goes, huh, Bud?" Hiccup told Toothless as he walked to the shoreline and threw the net out as far as he could manage. The net settled into the water and Hiccup waited_**. So far so good**_, he told himself, laughing silently as he remembered throwing out his letter to Berk in much the same way he had just thrown out the net. _**Berk will probably never see that letter**_, he thought sadly. _**How long do we keep the net out there before we reel it back in? **_Hiccup wondered._** I suppose that I just have to guess.**_

In his head, Hiccup tried to mentally judge the length of time that had passed since he had thrown out the net. He waited just another several minutes or so before he walked backwards, further up the beach, dragging the net to the shore. Even before he had fully pulled the net onto the shore, Hiccup knew that he had not gained a substantial catch, but he had almost expected that. This was not fishing season and he'd had to stick pretty close to the inland shores (as he had no fishing boat to take him further out into the waters). As he walked closer to the net, though, Hiccup was pleased to see a couple small fish caught in the weaved vines. Smiling to himself, Hiccup pulled the fish out of the net and set them on top of the vines, waiting for them to stop flopping so that he could cleanse the beach sand from their scales.

Hiccup sat by the net, waiting. As so often would happen when he found some free moments, his thoughts turned back to Berk and Astrid. _**I should've tried harder to convince my dad to let Astrid and Stormfly come along too. If they were here, we'd have a better chance of returning to Berk. She could've gone back to get help, if nothing else. **_Yet, Hiccup hadn't tried harder. He had gone along with what his father had told him…and look where that had gotten him.

Sometime while Hiccup had been lost among his thoughts and regrets, the fish had ceased their movements. Now he could clean them off without worrying about them slipping from his grasp and swimming back out into the deeper waters. With inexperienced hands, Hiccup dipped the fish, one at a time, into the water and ran his fingers along the scales, wiping any beach sand from them. When finished, Hiccup again laid the clean fish on top of the makeshift net.

It was not long before all the caught fish had been cleansed. As he stood staring over the fish, Hiccup smiled a small smile of pride. He'd done it. He'd managed to not only create a makeshift net, but also catch fish from the less-sturdy contraption. "Look at that, Bud," he told Toothless who stood next to him. "We have fish to eat now." Toothless roared happily in reply and Hiccup knew that his dragon was glad to have something more substantial to eat. It was as Hiccup stood there staring over his catch that he realized he had not fully thought out this plan. "So…how are we going to cook these now?"

* * *

><p><strong>A step forward and two steps back for Hiccup (as always). At least he has fish, though. Finally, this arc is almost over! One more chapter! I'm actually really looking forward to Arc 3. Much will happen!<strong>

**Oh, I added some "Viking culture" in here with the ship and Valhalla. I will say right now that I am not fully versed in "Viking culture" so if I'm wrong, I apologize. I didn't do any research. **

**Also, I apologize for the late. As I said, I took a brief break from Wheel…and Fanfiction in general, really. It's been a busy last couple of weeks.**

**Coming Up Next: Astrid can't seem to stop thinking about that dream. What did it mean? Did it mean anything at all? Decisions will need to be made and risks will have to be taken, but Astrid won't give up. No matter what. This dream has renewed her vigor. Until she finds solid proof, Astrid will keep searching.**

**Next Chapter: I'm going to tentatively give a week deadline for the next update (making that next Wednesday after 10 PM US East Coast time), but that just depends on how inspired I feel and how busy life is. I do think this final "Astrid' chapter will be pretty fun, though, so we'll see. Until next time!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: July 30, 2014**


	28. Decisions and Risks

**Yeah…I took a brief hiatus from writing fanfictions. It wasn't entirely by choice, though. Life has been pretty busy lately with summer ending and all. Hopefully, I can update a few more times for all my active HTTYD stories before the season does officially end.**

**Now, though, let's finally finish off this arc! After this, all the introductions for this story will be complete. I can honestly tell you all that I am looking forward to Arc 3.**

**Review Replies:**

_**kitty.0**_**: That's possible indeed. Granted, Hiccup will probably think of something by the time we see him again.**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: There will be Hiccstrid.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Well…I do like suspense. I like to read it, but I like to write it even more. That's a pretty sound idea. I could probably use it. I'll have to outline it (helps me as the writer because I can see where I'm going). That process will take time, but I will write it.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 28: Decisions and Risks<br>Here Without You

It had been several days now since Astrid had awoken with Heather's name on her lips. The dream had shaken the blonde Viking teen and she had not found sleep again that night. Still, though, Astrid could not forget what she had seen. What did the dream mean? Did it mean anything at all? The dream had definitely been strange. Though Astrid had dreamed several times of Hiccup, never before did the dreams have anyone else present.

Currently, Astrid looked out over the waters again. A cold breeze blew through Berk and raised the thin hairs on Astrid's arms and back of her neck. Even as the air temperature continued to drop, Astrid refused to seek shelter in the warmth of her home or the Great Hall. It was cold, but Astrid couldn't stop herself from looking to the skies. She could just imagine Hiccup and Toothless flying overhead, showing off their daring tricks with no thought that anyone below might be watching and worrying slightly at their recklessness. Imagining brought a strange comfort and ease to Astrid's mind, but it was always short-lived as her thoughts would continue to shift back to that strange dream.

Astrid knew that her friends would not come looking for her out here in the cold. They preferred the comfort of warmth and were most likely in their homes sitting by roaring fires. The cold didn't bother Astrid, though; she barely felt it now. Numb. That was how she had felt night after night since the dream. Sleep did not come easily. Though she hated to admit it, Astrid feared falling asleep and seeing another dream with Hiccup and Heather together, loving each other as she, herself, loved Hiccup. Seeing Hiccup and Heather together as lovers one more time would crush her heart…before shattering the fragile organ into tiny unfixable shards.

After standing out in the cold for what felt like hours, Astrid finally decided that she should take refuge. She was determined to find Hiccup somehow and that would never happen if she ended up freezing to death first. Instead, she decided to make her way to the Great Hall for dinner. Maybe, with some luck, her friends would be there. Astrid wanted to talk with them about…or, actually, demand they accompany her on another search (and, hopefully, rescue) mission to find Hiccup.

On her way to the Great Hall, Astrid passed by Hiccup's father. It had been a while now since the Chief had last approached her about taking Hiccup's place in the mission. Perhaps he had forgotten. Maybe Stoick wouldn't ask her anymore. This was wishful thinking, as Astrid quickly realized.

Stoick had already walked past Astrid when he stopped and softly spoke her name to get her attention.

Stopping, Astrid answered softly, "Evening, Chief." She was about to walk away when he stopped her.

"Have you thought about the question I posed to you? I really need to get an answer to that tribe."

Astrid sighed quietly, knowing that there was no way she would be getting out of this. Frankly, though, Astrid couldn't imagine anyone else more suited for the job if not Hiccup. The other teens were not reliable and would surely start unintentionally start a war between the two tribes. No adult Viking knew enough dragon knowledge yet to be successful on the mission. Besides, Astrid had always been Hiccup's second-in-command. Even she knew this to be true. The answer was clear. "I have thought about it," Astrid lied. "I will complete the mission in Hiccup's absence, but, Chief, just give me some time to prepare. Knowing that this very mission took Hiccup's life," Astrid continued her lie, hoping it was convincing, "it's overwhelming. I want to make sure that I am truly prepared before leaving Berk with Stormfly to complete this mission."

In reality, Astrid wanted as much time as possible to continue searching for Hiccup, but it seemed that her lie worked because she saw the Chief nod in reply. "Understandable. I will relay this information to the other tribe. Thank you, Astrid."

The Chief walked away and Astrid dropped her fake smile. Time was running out and Astrid knew that she needed to act now if she wanted an opportunity to organize another search party. She continued her journey to the Great Hall, but this time she was not thinking about eating dinner. Instead, Astrid was hoping that her friends would be found in the large gathering building situated beside Hiccup's house.

Walking into the Great Hall, Astrid immediately felt the warmth from the multiple firepits in the building. It was comfortable and she sighed in content; Astrid had not realized just how cold it was outside now that the sun had dipped below the horizon. Just as she hoped, Astrid found her friends seated at a table. They looked to be finishing up their dinner. _**Good,**_ Astrid remarked to herself. _** I can talk with them about this without distraction. **_

Astrid approached the table but she did not take a seat. "Alright, listen up," she told the other teens, grabbing their attention instantly. "Remember a while back when I mentioned that we'll be forming our own search party for Hiccup?"

"You mean…when you forced us to join you in searching for Hiccup?" Tuffnut retaliated.

"Exactly," Astrid replied. "Well, we're doing it. We'll meet in the town center early tomorrow morning before everyone else wakes up. If you forget to show up, I will find you and drag you to the town center. It is absolutely important that we fly out and search tomorrow."

"Why is this so important, Astrid?" Snotlout asked. "None of the other search parties have found anything."

"Yeah," Fishlegs replied. "Besides, it's getting colder. Why do you want us to put our own safety at risk?"

Astrid sighed, debating how much she should tell the others. She could even understand their hesitation. The request was very sudden, but it had to be. Hiccup's life could be in their hands and Astrid refused to waste that time sitting around and hoping that some clue would just appear. Finally, Astrid settled for a simple answer that was sure to convince the others to meet her in the square early tomorrow morning. "Because I…I think Hiccup is in trouble."

~End Arc 2~

* * *

><p><strong>Okay, I like the ending, but I totally had it play out differently in my head last night…and now I can't remember the wording I had come up with…I fail. I did think of an entirely new arc to add in though. I believe the one I came up with will be Arc 5…and I'm super excited for that one too. That one will be either the second-to-last or third-to-last arc. Depends if anything else comes up.<strong>

**Next arc will be much more enjoyable than this one, I can promise you that. The next arc will bring in some more conflict…and some new characters. **

**Coming Up Next: The season of harsh snows was always worst towards the end. Hiccup knew this from his days on Berk. Days would start getting warmer soon and Hiccup was thankful, but he had to make it through these last days of the season of harsh snows first.**

**Next Chapter: As I said in Brave, I really don't know when I'll get around to updating my stories. My schedule is starting to fill up again and life is getting busy. Instead of making guesses that'll probably end up being wrong anyway, I'm just gonna say to watch the story announcements section on my profile for information regarding what's going on with my life and my stories. Hopefully soon I can get back to a more consistent schedule where I can give more accurate predictions, but for now, this is all I've got.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky! See you all in Arc 3!**

**Posted: August 12, 2014**


	29. Warmth

**It's been two months since Arc 2 ended…but I haven't forgotten Wheel. In fact, I took a break from it because I was beginning to feel like I was writing the story just to write it. The story was updated, but not moving along. Hopefully now the story should start getting more interesting.**

**Review Replies:**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: Here's the next chapter.**

_**Hiccstrid4eva**_**: Yes, they will search for him.**

_**kitty.0**_**: Of course, but Astrid didn't know what else to say to get them to listen to her.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, I don't think there are anymore dream scenes planned. Also, yeah, that all sounds pretty logical for Astrid. Here's the next chapter.**

**Next chapter starts…now!**

* * *

><p>~Begin Arc 3~<p>

Chapter 29: Warmth

The biting cold was fierce, even through Toothless's thick scales which currently circled Hiccup and covered him in dark shelter. Hiccup shivered constantly. It must be late into the season of harsh snows by now. _**How have we managed to survive this long? What force keeps us waking up each morning?**_ Although, Hiccup hated to admit that it was getting harder and harder to wake up. Sleep meant warmth and warmth was nice.

Hiccup leaned back, trying to snuggle into Toothless's warmth, but it only extended so far. "I'm…I'm sorry, Toothless," he apologized in a whisper, not even sure if the dragon could even hear him speaking from beneath the covering. "I thought for sure I could find us a way out of here," he continued, his voice breaking every now and then from the shivering that attacked his body.

Remembering something important, Hiccup curled himself tighter into his ball. He did not want to leave the semi-shelter but he knew that he had to check. Sticking himself out just enough to see in the light, Hiccup pulled up the right sleeve of his tunic so he could see the pale skin underneath. The skin on his arm had a bluish-tint to it. _**Oh Gods…**_ Hiccup knew what that meant. Despite his best attempts to keep warm, the cold had seeped in and was slowly affecting his skin. So slowly, in fact, that Hiccup had never even felt it. He had heard the horror stories; by the time you feel it, it'll be too late.

Toothless, having felt Hiccup shift, turned to stare at his rider. Hiccup had known Toothless long enough to know exactly what the dragon was thinking. Get back where it's warm. This cold is no place for you. Smiling (as best he could) at the concern, Hiccup retreated back into the cover of the shelter Toothless provided.

The shivering continued and Hiccup felt the familiar clenching of his chest, like his entire being was closing in upon itself. Hiccup found himself doing just the same in a useless attempt to trap heat inside his small body. Each and everyday he prayed that the season of harsh snows would end and the warm days would return, but he knew that was wishful thinking too. This season hangs on with a grip comparable to a pair of strong hands and refuses to let go. If he could just make it until the end of the season…but, perhaps that was wishful thinking too.

Hiccup tried to forget the cold by thinking of happier times. He had done this before and it had always worked. The first thing he thought of was flying with Toothless, Astrid and Stormfly beside them. They were laughing, he and Astrid, about something. Then, without warning, he slipped from the saddle, freefalling, enjoying the look of worry on Astrid's face and knowing that she would punch him so hard later.

It was working. Hiccup forgot the cold. But it didn't last. The air in Hiccup's thoughts was colder than he remembered and it cut though his happy thoughts. So much for that method; it wasn't going to work this time.

A blackness began to creep around the corners of Hiccup's vision. _**It must be…because I'm having trouble…breathing**_, he figured, his shivering even cutting into his thoughts. As a child, Hiccup had heard older Vikings talk of the hazards of staying out too long in the cold that always seemed to cover Berk. Now, he recognized the symptoms. _**This might really be the end. I hope that Astrid will be okay…without me. Well, I'm sure she will, but…it's not too much to hope…right?**_

Against Hiccup's will, he felt his eyes closing, slowly giving in to the cold. Before he let the darkness consume him, the last thing Hiccup felt was warmth. The feeling was glorious and Hiccup did not even try to resist its wonderful hold over him. Maybe if his mind hadn't been so muddled, Hiccup might have remembered an important piece of information whispered often by the elders of Berk: Those who spent too much time out in the cold went through a series of stages before their bodies would eventually just give out and send them on the one-way-trip to Valhalla. The very last stage of those whose lives were ended by extreme exposure to cold was always a feeling of warmth.

* * *

><p><strong>I know that it's short and not much happened, but this is just a transitional chapter. The next "Hiccup" chapter will begin to progress his story a little more.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: The search parties organized by Astrid have so far proven to be unsuccessful. However, this time, Astrid's search party does find something…something important.**

**Next Chapter: Keep a watch on the "Story Announcements" section for information about updates!**

**Posted: October 13, 2014**


	30. A Clue

**Over three months later, but I have good reason, I assure you! Wheel has needed restructuring, so I took that time (while catching up on some other stories) to do that. During the restructuring, I added a new arc toward the end (an arc that I'm quite sure everyone will enjoy—there's Hiccstrid!). Also, I changed up some of the other planned arcs in attempts to make them more interesting. Hopefully, now Wheel will be worth reading. Haha. Let's find out!**

**Review Replies:**

_**lorde (anonymous)**_**: You still waiting? It's been months. I will give you Hiccstrid. It'll be a little broken, considering they aren't together, but if you look, it is there.**

_**Forever Me**_**: I'm really glad that you like this story. Hopefully you'll like it even better now that it's been restructured. **

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I don't know! That last "Hiccup" chapter was pretty ominous. Well, we'll see next chapter what's been going on with him.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 30: A Clue<span>

Convincing her friends to join her unauthorized search party had been hard. Pulling strings to get her search party off the island of Berk had been harder. Astrid had played it off as a search-and-rescue drill for an academy lesson. Stoick had, at first, been unconvinced; he had tried to dissuade her, reminding her that the season of harsh snows was in full swing and snowstorms could start with little warning. The Chief only changed his mind when Astrid brought up Hiccup, claiming that this drill would help other Vikings lost on mission and was designed based on what had happened to Hiccup.

As much as Astrid hated lying to her chief, she was relieved when he finally granted her and her friends permission to perform the drill…as long as they returned to Berk well before nightfall. Approval granted, Astrid rushed off to again gather her friends and inform them about her conversation with the chief.

Astrid had expected that they would still be hesitant, but she easily convinced them (perhaps she should not have been so tough on them…) to join her search party for the "drill". They all gathered supplies and packed bags onto their dragons' saddles. Because this was "just a drill", Astrid had not been granted permission to use any of the village's tracking dragons_**. Our dragons may not be classified in the tracker class, but their senses are still adept for seeking Hiccup, so I think we'll be okay**_, she figured.

When they were all set to go, they all mounted their dragons and waited for Astrid to give instructions. "Okay, we'll start out following the path that Hiccup would've taken but along the way, we'll branch out and search around. Remember, we are looking for Hiccup or for any clues as to what has happened to him. Ready?"

The others nodded (though Astrid couldn't quite tell if the nods were sincere or not) and Astrid commanded Stormfly to take to the skies. Astrid and Stormfly led the search with the others flying either beside or behind.

Most of the early ground they covered had been searched several times, so, as expected, they found no clues there. The day passed uneventfully, the search leading to no clues…just like always. Astrid tried her hardest to remain optimistic, but she was frustrated._** How can someone (even someone like Hiccup!) just disappear without any traces or clues? This just doesn't make any sense!**_

"Hey, Astrid!"

The call came from Tuffnut and Astrid rolled her eyes, slightly upset that he had to interrupt her thoughts.

"Is that a clue?" Ruffnut finished, seeing the thing that her brother had clearly just found.

Astrid looked down and saw something bobbing on the waves. From this height, she could not quite make out what it was, but it was definitely something out of the ordinary. "Stormfly, fetch!" she ordered, pointing down to the object in the water. Stormfly dove down toward the water and Astrid braced herself against the saddle for the change in flight direction.

When Stormfly had grabbed the object, she threw it up into the air so that it would fall into Astrid's waiting arms. The object was unlike anything Astrid had ever seen. It was covered in leaves and felt like…leather? Astrid looked to Ruffnut and Tuffnut. "This is definitely a clue. Good work. Let's go back to Berk. Then, I'll go take a look at this and let you all know what I can find out about it."

The others did not object and they turned to head back to their home island. No words were exchanged between the riders on the way back; Astrid was much too preoccupied with the strange object she held in her hands. She had never seen anything like it and, somehow, she just had a feeling that it was connected with Hiccup.

Once the group returned to Berk, Astrid ordered Stormfly to fly home and promised the Nadder extra chicken that night for her efforts. When they'd landed near Astrid's home, the girl led her dragon to the Nadder's stable and made good on her promise, giving Stormfly a double serving of chicken for dinner that night.

Retreating to her room, Astrid lit a candle and lay down on her bed. The object had dried out and Astrid carefully peeled the leaves away to reveal leather—just as she had suspected. It looked like the same leather Hiccup had used to create Toothless's saddle. Astrid's heart raced as worked to open the leather bindings to reveal a small piece of paper. She recognized this paper; it was the same size as the blank paper that Hiccup kept in his skectchbook._** I was right! This is connected with Hiccup! It must be a letter. What does it say?**_

"Astrid," she read softly. The words were faded, but Astrid could just barely make them out. "I do not know if you or Berk will ever even read this letter and I'm not sure the best way to say this, but…Toothless and I never made it to our destination." Astrid gasped. _**No! I just knew something was wrong. Now I have proof to show everyone**_. She continued reading the note. "We were caught in a storm and crash-landed on a deserted island. I do not know how far off-track we became during the storm; all I know is that there is nothing familiar to me about this island on which we now reside. Astrid, I assure you that, if we could, we would have found our way home…or continued on to complete this mission, but right now that is impossible and looks like it will be for quite a while. Toothless's tailfin mechanics were damaged in our crash-landing and I have nothing that I can use to fix it. You know that I'm usually optimistic, but things look pretty bleak, Astrid. The season of harsh snows is quickly approaching and there is no shelter here on this island. I really hope you get this because…I don't know how long Toothless and I can last otherwise. Be safe and hopefully we will see each other again soon." The letter was signed HHH III.

Even after she had finished reading, Astrid continued to stare at the fading words on the paper. She couldn't believe it. This letter really was written by Hiccup. He was alive…well, at least he had been. Surely, he hadn't died; he couldn't have. Astrid wanted to race right out and show the letter to her friends and all of Berk, but it was dark now, so she just figured that she would wait until tomorrow morning._** One day won't make much of a difference…will it?**_

* * *

><p><strong>Thanks to a snow day I've made my deadline for posting Wheel! Hope the chapter was worth the wait! Now things will start getting good, so make sure to stay tuned!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Darkness. Warmth. That was all Hiccup knew. It was comforting. Wait…what is this place?**

**Posted: January 26, 2015  
><strong>**My 24****th**** birthday is tomorrow!**


	31. Found

**Only two months between updates this time! Okay, it's pretty sad that is an accomplishment. Sorry, guys! Thanks to all those who wished me happy birthday after the last chapter was posted. It was a great day.**

**Review Replies:**

_**xFaerieValkyriex**_**: Yes, let's hope! Thanks.**

_**someone (anonymous)**_**: I agree. This chapter will progress the story even more. Thanks.**

_**Forever Me**_**: Glad to hear that you enjoyed the last chapter! Thanks. **

_**Dragonbow117**_**: Thank you. Also, yeah, I wouldn't be so sure. I like to throw in major plot twists that alter the entire story you think you know! Here's the next chapter.**

_**Olivia Greenwood (anonymous)**_**: Thank you! The latest arc begins around about a year after Hiccup left (so the teens are roughly 16-17). Here's the next chapter.**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: So far the future of this story looks optimistic. I have it planned out through the end (and it's longer in length than "Brave"!) Thanks! I don't remember, but I think I wrote a little bit on my birthday, but not as much as I usually do. **

_**Freyja Reinhardt**_**: Thanks! It was a pretty good day. Here's the next chapter.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Thanks! Yes, finally! Now, what will she do? Oh…wait, that's false hope to say that because that will be answered in the next chapter. Right now, we need to find out what happened to Hiccup.**

_**VictoryD**_**: Thanks. I ended it there because it's nighttime and, even though Astrid's excited, I don't feel that she would rush right out and disturb the others (…mainly it's because I didn't want to get into that next part of her story yet…).**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 31: Found<span>

Hiccup felt warm. It was the first time in almost a year that he'd felt warm. All he'd known recently was the biting cold air that had surrounded him. How had he managed to survive the harsh temperatures? Had he actually survived? He hadn't opened his eyes yet. Perhaps he was in Valhalla. At least if he was, he could see his mother again. What would she think of him? Would she be proud of all his accomplishments?

Opening his eyes slowly, Hiccup forced them closed once again. Before he did, though, he caught a short glimpse of his surroundings. He definitely was not in Valhalla. In fact, from the brief view he'd seen, it appeared that he was in someone's home, one not all that different from the simple homes back on Berk. What was the chance that someone had returned him to his home island? Probably slim, but Hiccup could hope.

Hiccup tried again to open his eyes and this time the daylight did not sting. He sat up, bracing his upper body weight upon his elbows and looked around the room. It was decorated yet homely. From one wall, Hiccup saw a fire crackling, providing part of the heat that he felt. As for himself, Hiccup saw that he was laying on a bed and he had a fur blanket draped over his small form. He reached to remove the blanket, but was stopped by a woman's voice.

"Wait! You should not move too much yet!"

Halting immediately, Hiccup turned to where he had heard the voice and saw a slim woman enter from the shadows. She did not look threatening, but she did wear a mask to conceal her face. The boy's breath caught in his throat. Who was this woman?

"W-What happened?" Hiccup asked her, his voice cracking slightly from dryness.

The woman passed Hiccup a nearby cup of water and he drank it as he listened to what she had to say to him. "Some of my villagers found you and a dragon upon one of our islands. We brought you back here and it looks as if we did just in time too, because you were quite cold and your condition needed immediate attention. Our village healer stabilized your condition and you should make a full recovery with some rest."

_**What is this place?**_ Hiccup was curious as to what island he had come upon, but he did not want to seem rude for asking, so he decided to ask some other questions and spark a conversation with the strange masked woman. "That island was…but there was nothing there. What do your people use it for?"

The masked woman laughed, a strange sound shielded by the mask. "That's the idea. Maybe not at this time of the year, but when it's warmer, that island is a popular relaxation spot. Helps that it isn't located too far from this island where we live. Now, though, I must ask you. When you were found, you had a dragon. A Night Fury. How did you come across such a rare species?"

Hiccup was a little hesitant to reveal much about his early encounters with Toothless. Choosing his words carefully, he answered, "Well, the island where I live…there used to be dragon raids all the time. One night, he…the dragon showed up to the raid and…well, I shot him down and studied him and we just kinda grew to trust each other." Without knowing anything about this woman or her village, Hiccup did not want to reveal that he had trained the Night Fury because, surely, his name had spread across the archipelago for "achieving the impossible". Hiccup did not want a potential enemy to know that he was the heir to the chiefdom of Berk. "Where is the dragon?" he asked, deliberately omitting Toothless's name. "He would never just let you bring me here. What have you done with him?"

The woman chuckled again, the sound obscured by her mask. "Don't you worry! Your dragon is perfectly fine. He actually did not resist all that much when we rescued you two and brought you both here. Now, if I recall, your dragon is probably outside this home." Seeing Hiccup move to leave the bed again, she stopped him another time. "Not yet. Your condition still requires rest. I'll send the dragon in later."

Hiccup huffed in frustration, but he also understood the woman's reasons for forcing him to stay on the bed. "So…when I'm well again, is it okay if I pay a visit to your blacksmith's forge here? I was trained back home as to how to run a forge and I really need to create some new pieces to restore my dragon's flight. The old ones were damaged beyond repair."

"That is a decision to be made when your condition improves," the woman answered, giving Hiccup no clue as to whether she would allow it or not.

Hiccup was about to resign himself to falling silent once again. However, he remembered his mission, the whole reason why he was not safely back home on Berk. What if this was the island of which he sought? The woman's mask did seem to indicate that the island's residents were not quite open to the idea of newcomers entering their homeland. Still, she did not seem phased by Toothless's presence and his job was to train the dragons on the island. _**Maybe I'll just ask anyway. If this isn't the right island, then maybe she knows where I'll need to go and can point me in the right direction.**_

"I have one last question. When I left my home, I was on a mission. My father sent me to find an island. This island, he said, needed help with their dragons. Now, I don't know how well I'd fare, but I told my dad that I would bravely try to train these dragons…even if it kills me…because it just might," Hiccup gave a brief backstory to the woman. The clever heir exaggerated some parts of the story in a hopeful attempt to continue concealing his true identity. "Is this that island? The one that I am to find?"

Again the woman laughed before giving her response. "No, I'm afraid this is not the place you are looking for. You see, here we live in peace, side-by-side, with our island's dragons."

* * *

><p><strong>Told you that we'd finally get some real plot development now. This arc is one that I personally like…and I'm sure you all will too.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Astrid shows Hiccup's faded letter to her friends. Time is of the essence. They must find Hiccup before it's too late!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: March 21, 2015**


	32. Could Be Too Late

**Another three months and here we are. Well, let's get right back into Wheel, but first…**

**Review Replies:**

_**Forever Me**_**: It could be her. Guess we'll find out soon. Yes, Hiccup will live. As she (and the healer said), Hiccup should make a full recovery…if he can just sit still and rest.**

_**xFaerieValkyriex:**_** Wow…that would be hard to do, though. Can you actually do that? Read an epic book while watching an epic movie? Anyway, yeah, Hiccup's life is a mess right now. Hopefully things will start looking up for him soon.**

_**RiseOfADragon**_**: Sorry! It was three months this time too… Hopefully, the action just keeps coming now. (I wasn't really a fan of that past arc either…and I guess it showed). Now that these new characters are starting to be introduced…well, I can say there will be tension…and tension is good! Makes the story more interesting.**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I know…I'll try to make the chapters longer. (I seem to say this a lot; hopefully, I can deliver a longer chapter for everyone soon!)**

_**VictoryD**_**: I suppose this woman could be his mother. Guess we'll see soon.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: I'd say that could be a pretty good guess. A popular one, if nothing else. Haha.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 32: Could Be Too Late<span>

At morning's first light, Astrid woke. She had waited long enough and did not want to miss a crucial moment. The sooner she could show the faded letter to her friends, the sooner they could get back out there and search for Hiccup, find this island where he was stranded and bring him home to Berk. If his letter was accurate, they needed to work fast; she did not even want to think that they could be too late. _**We are not too late!**_ Astrid reassured herself. _**We will find Hiccup! We have to find him.**_

Waking up the rest of her friends, Astrid instructed them to meet her at the academy as soon as they could. The others were irritated, at first, about being woken up so early, but then Astrid reminded them about the clue they had found yesterday. When the others heard that Astrid had found importance in the small object, they slowly rose from their beds and agreed to be in attendance at the academy.

When all five teenage Vikings had gathered in the academy, Astrid pulled out the dried letter and read Hiccup's words to them. Then, as if to prove that she was not making this up, Astrid showed each of them the faded words written upon the page. "See," she continued as she set the letter aside, "it was a clue. An important one. I don't know about you, but when I first read this letter, my immediate thought was that we need to act fast. That is why we are going back out there, on the trail we started yesterday. We are going to find this island that Hiccup is writing about and we are going to find a way to get both him and Toothless back to Berk."

Astrid knew that the others were growing weary of these continuous search expeditions, but what else could she do…especially now? She could not just let Hiccup die, not if there was some way to help him. "Come on, help me pack up some supplies," she instructed to her friends who did reluctantly assist.

When the supplies were rationed and packed, each dragon and rider given a share, Astrid climbed into the saddle on Stormfly's back. "Okay. Let's go. We need to hurry."

"And where would you all be going off to in such a hurry?"

Astrid jumped at the sudden deep voice that echoed across the academy floor. "Chief! I didn't know you were awake yet!"

"I am. Now, would you care to answer my question?"

Though the Chief's words were phrased as a question, Astrid knew that it was more of an order, a demand. _**What do we say? We can't likely tell him that we are heading out on an unauthorized search party mission…even if it is for the betterment of Hiccup.**_

"Why don't you just show him that thing you found, Astrid?" Snotlout spoke up.

"You found something?" the chief asked.

Astrid could have smacked her face with her palm in frustration. Why did Snotlout have to clue the chief in that they had found the letter from Hiccup? Then she thought about the situation. Wa_**it a minute…if I show the Chief this letter from Hiccup, maybe then he'll allow us to complete another search.**_ "Yes, we did!" Astrid spoke up, a little too eagerly which earned her curious glances from her friends. Pulling Hiccup's letter out from the packed supplies on Stormfly's saddle, Astrid passed the worn paper to the Chief and allowed him to read the faded words. "It's a letter from Hiccup. We believe it's a clue to finding him, but it sounds urgent and we all felt the need to hurry and find him."

Chief Stoick's eyes darted across the paper several times as if he was rereading the words several times. Finally, he lowered the paper and passed it back to Astrid. Immediately, Astrid stuffed the letter back into her pack with the rest of her supplies. She definitely did not want to lose Hiccup's letter, especially if it was the only clue to finding him. "This letter you found," the chief finally spoke. "You believe it's really from Hiccup?"

Astrid nodded and looked to the rest of her friends who, following her lead, also nodded—though a little more hesitantly than Astrid. "It has to be." _**Unless it's from someone like Dagur or Alvin, writing this letter to give us a false sense of hope and lure us away from Berk…but they don't know that Hiccup is missing. **_

"Still, even if this letter is written by Hiccup, who knows how long ago it was written," Stoick reasoned. "The paper is worn and the words faded. It could have been written months ago and a lot can happen in just a few months."

Astrid frowned. Her plan was backfiring. Instead of the chief seeing Hiccup's letter as a need for an immediate search party mission, he was trying to convince Astrid that this letter could mean they were already too late. "Chief, if I may speak, I feel that this letter was written in urgency. Hiccup wrote this to us, to me, so that it would come to attention and we could find him and help him. We need to go out there and find him immediately!"

The Chief stepped forward and set a heavy hand on one of Astrid's shoulders, pressing down on the armor she wore. "I understand your concern, Astrid, but I also know that it's been approaching a full year now since Hiccup left. We don't know when this letter was written. I just feel it's best not to get your hopes up. In fact, as much as it pains me to say it…"

"What?" Astrid asked, her tone bordering on anger. "What are you trying to say?"

"I am saying that, in extreme conditions like the ones that are characteristic of this season, even the most battle-trained Vikings would succumb. I know you don't want to hear it. I, myself, do not even want to think it, but…" Stoick drew in a breath, as if he really did not want to finish what he was going to say. "What I'm trying to say is that I don't think searching for Hiccup is going to help anymore. We'll only find something we don't want to see. Instead, it's probably best—as hard as it is for us all to think of doing so—to instead turn our attention to building a ship for Valhalla and finding a new heir for Berk…"

* * *

><p><strong>I know…some of you may be mad, but think of it this way. Stoick does not want to consider these options either, but he also has to think of his village. Besides, as I tried to convey here at the end, at this point in the timeline, it's been close to a year since the start (and all the kids are now 17—just to help acquaint with the story) and, with the limited technological resources available, it's a safe bet to assume anyone missing this long would no longer be alive. <strong>

**Again, I apologize for the short chapters. I always feel that they're either too short or too wordy. I prefer to get right to the point.**

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup continues his recuperating and learns more about the village where he now resides. Who are those who live here and how did they make peace with the dragons who also live on their island?**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: June 9, 2015**


	33. Revelations

**Another two months later (real time, of course. Not time in the story. I'll let you know about those timeskips when they come up)…and here we are. Time for Hiccup to learn more about this village where he has awoken. **

**Review Replies:**

_**VictoryD**_**: I'm sorry that it's not quite "soon" but here's the next chapter. **

_**TomBoyBookGirl**_**: I'm sorry that the update was not quicker, but here's the next chapter.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Actually, this is not the island that Hiccup was supposed to journey to. Recall, that this island has no problems with their dragons. Here's the next chapter.**

_**LuniaWolfe**_**: They didn't swim away because, well, for one thing, Hiccup can't swim. The prosthetic combined with rough waters (not to mention that the waters would be super cold—much too cold to swim safely) would not make for a safe experience. Good question, though!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 33: Revelations<span>

Hiccup could not believe what he had just heard. "You made peace with the dragons on your island?" He had always thought that he had been the first human to ever bond with and train dragons, but…how long had these villagers been at peace with their dragons? "When?"

The masked woman laughed once again, somehow amused by Hiccup's confusion and curiosity. "It's been quite a while, actually. Almost twenty years."

"Almost twenty years?" Hiccup was floored. Berk had struggled with the war against dragons for centuries and the inhabitants of this island (although, Hiccup was still not quite sure how far away this island was from Berk) had been living in peace with their dragons for a fair amount of time now. In a way, hearing this new information also made Hiccup feel a bit dejected. All this time he had thought he was the first human to bring about peace and an end to the dragon war, but that was far from the truth. "I…I don't understand. How is this possible?"

Hiccup could sense the woman's smile behind her mask. "You're not the first one to show compassion to the dragons. I've led this village for twenty years and, in my spare time, I've taken it upon myself to learn the ways of the dragons that call this island home. You're not the first one to figure out that the key is to place complete trust into the dragons, create bonds with them. It is true. You are not the first to successfully train a dragon."

"I don't understand. You figured all this out and then what? All these years, dragons were raiding islands and there were numerous fights between humans and dragons. You can't tell me that your miracle techniques ended that on this island," Hiccup continued. He had hoped that this woman would give him answers, but everything she said just confused him more.

"No, it did not solve everything. However, those raids stopped recently. Now, it truly is peaceful here on our island."

_**Of course the raids stopped!**_ Hiccup could feel himself start to grow irritated. All this time while his tribe had been fighting, there were others out there who could've helped to bring about an end to the war! His gaze hardened. "Still, during all those years of raids, you and your villagers knew how to train and bond with dragons. There were villagers out there struggling with the effects of these raids. You all could have helped them. Lives, both humans and dragons, could've been spared. Yet, you kept this all to yourself!"

The woman's mask remained as emotionless as ever and her voice gave no indication of her feelings toward the subject. "I know you feel that what we did was a selfish thing, but we here on this island are not ones to involve ourselves in the affairs of others."

"At the cost of those others' lives?" Hiccup shouted. He was quickly losing patience and that usually didn't happen. It no longer mattered that this village had saved the lives of him and his dragon. How many lives had been lost because of their inactions? Hiccup did not want to spend another moment in this village. Struggling, he tried to rise from the bed, but the woman saw through his plans.

"No, you cannot leave yet! You still need to heal!" Keeping Hiccup in her sights (although, he was not sure of the visibility radius of the mask that she wore), she called for assistance. Someone appeared in the shadows and the masked woman immediately instructed them to bring the healer.

By now, the masked woman was doing her best to hold Hiccup down on the bed. He continued to struggle because he'd rather return to Berk for treatment (although, he had not yet thought about how he would fly away in a hurry with Toothless's tailfin still in shambles) than stay among these people and their heartless leader.

"You need to calm down," the woman instructed, trying to still Hiccup. "You still have lasting effects from your time spent on the island. Until you recover, it is unwise to fly."

"I…don't…care," Hiccup seethed, angered by the resistance and strength this masked chief showed.

The girl who had left to retrieve the healer returned. "The healer has come, Chief Valka," she spoke.

Hiccup's resistance immediately lessened as he was hit with a double shock. First, he recognized the chief's name. He couldn't say for certain where he had heard it, but he was cerain that he had heard it before. _**Who is she?**_ Second, if he would not have been struggling so much, he would've recognized the girl when she stepped from the shadows. Still, when she spoke, he immediately knew her voice. "H-Heather?" He knew that she recognized him, but she kept silent.

Next, from the shadows, came the village healer. She was short, maybe just a slight bit taller than Gothi. "You called for my assistance, Chief?"

The Chief, Valka, beckoned the healer closer and whispered instructions that Hiccup could not hear. _**What are they planning?**_ As Valka continued to hold Hiccup down, he watched with interest as the healer mixed a solution of herbs together in a small dish. _**What is that? Is it some sort of medicine?**_ Within minutes, the healer's work was complete and she stepped closer to Hiccup with the herb mixture.

As the healer approached, Hiccup caught whiffs of the mixture she held; its smell radiating soothing comfort. _**What is that?**_ Hiccup wondered briefly again, but he refused to ask.

"I'm sorry," the healer spoke softly as she approached, "but you need to relax."

"Uh…what?" Hiccup answered, his speech softly slurring. Hiccup may not know what herbs were in the mixture or what the mixture was supposed to do, but he did know one thing. He felt sluggish and his mind felt clouded. As if from a distance, he felt Valka release him. This was perhaps his only chance to race away from this place, but he couldn't. It felt as though he was weighed down, but he couldn't bring himself to panic about it.

Without resistance, the healer forced Hiccup to drink the herb mixture and it wasn't long before he started to feel tired. There would be no fighting sleep, Hiccup knew, the pull to just close his eyes and drift deep into oblivion was just too strong. He let himself relax and drifted into the sleep that beckoned.

* * *

><p><strong>I don't know about you all, but I don't really like this chapter. I'll let you all be the judge, but…I don't know…I just don't think it's the best. <strong>

**Coming Up Next: Despite all of Astrid's pleadings to not give up hope, Chief Stoick regretfully hears none of them. It's been too long with no sign that Hiccup was alive. It would be a dishonor not to grace Hiccup's name with a Viking funeral.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: August 13, 2015**


	34. Moving Forward

**Again, it's been forever…but I have for you the next chapter of Wheel! Well…I guess it's only been a little over three months. It just feels like forever. I'm glad that you all liked the last chapter because, I dunno, I didn't really, but that may be because I wrote it and I know I'm capable of writing better chapters than that. (I'm always very critical of my own writing).**

**Review Replies:**

_**Forever Me**_**: I know, right? Two massive reveals in one chapter! Can it get any better? Probably. There's definitely more to know about Valka and we'll see more about her as this arc progresses. As for why Heather didn't "recognize" Hiccup, I can tell you that she does know it is him. She's just focused. Here's the next chapter.**

_**clank2662**_**: Haha. Sometimes you do just need to caps lock type some words to relieve the pent-up stress. I do it all the time.**

_**Dragonbow117**_**: Hiccup recognized Heather and Heather likewise. They just didn't say anything—so as not to clue in Chief Valka and bring up a lot of unwanted questions. Doesn't mean that they won't "catch up" with each other sometime when Valka's not around, though. This takes place…I forget what I said in the first chapter. It's definitely before Defenders, but I think it's about mid-way through the first series (Riders). **

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: I hadn't actually thought that far ahead…because I think DOB was still not out yet when I started writing this story, but, since this village is at peace with dragons, then I think it's safe to say that she has her dragon from DOB. Yeah, Valka's got…quite a story in this fic…as we'll start to find out. As a side-note, I started planning out this story before HTTYD 2, so the story's gonna kinda reflect that…especially in this arc. **

_**AutomailGrell**_**: Well, unfortunately, it has been awhile again since the last update. Yeah, I planned for it to be Valka all along. The big reveal was pretty fun.**

_**Stylin80**_**: It's really been that long since I started writing this story?! Oh my gods, it has almost been two years! When did that happen? (I keep forgetting about this story too, actually…) Glad you enjoy it!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 34: Moving Forward<span>

"…I don't think searching for Hiccup is going to help anymore. We'll only find something we don't want to see. Instead, it's probably best—as hard as it is for us all to think of doing so—to instead turn our attention to building a ship for Valhalla and finding a new heir for Berk…"

Even days later, the Chief's words still echoed in the back of Astrid's mind. _**He's just giving up…just like that. How can he? I know Hiccup's still alive. I can just sense it. Hiccup wouldn't just die. He'd fight his way back to Berk. I mean…he survived the battle of the Red Death…even when many feared that he wouldn't make it. Hiccup's a survivor. **_

Astrid did not want to leave her house. Today's schedule was the same as the last several days—building the ship that they would send to Valhalla for Hiccup. Not a task that Astrid wanted to help with, but when Chief Stoick orders you to do something, you do it. That's the way things have always been in Berk…and it wouldn't be changing any time soon.

Reluctantly, Astrid changed into her clothing and prepared herself for another long day. The longboat that was being built to honor Hiccup was almost complete. Tonight at sundown, they would complete the send-off ceremony. Still, it felt like blasphemy. How could they send an empty ship out to the Gods of Valhalla?

Dragging herself out of the house, Astrid slowly made her way to the docks where a group of dedicated Vikings (led by Chief Stoick himself) were already gathered and working on adding the finishing touches to the longboat. Tools lay scattered upon the dock and Astrid walked silently over to grab a hammer. She had been working on nailing wooden boards together. The Chief had appointed her for the job because he had known about her pent-up aggravation and this job gave her an opportunity to hit and pound out those feelings.

Taking one last glance skyward, Astrid stepped up to her assigned area of the ship and began another long day of driving nails deeper into the wood. She was well-past the belief that she would look up and see Hiccup and Toothless, but it didn't hurt to check one last time.

Throughout the day, Vikings came and went, taking shifts helping the building process and then returning home or to the mead hall or wherever they went to after leaving the docks. Yet, Astrid stayed. What else did she have to do anyway? Normally, she'd race Hiccup and Toothless or be down at the Academy helping to educate the next class of young dragon riders. What did it matter now anyway?

The sun was approaching the horizon when Stoick the Vast officially declared that the ship was complete. With his word, the remaining working Vikings stepped back from the vessel and returned their tools to the dock.

Discreetly wiping a stray tear from his eye (which he would later attribute to the dust from building the ship), Chief Stoick turned to several of the nearby burly Vikings. "Load the ship," he ordered, his voice thick with grief.

While the ship was to be loaded, the working Vikings would take a short break. Astrid wished she could relax, but that was not possible. When she tried to ease her mind, her thoughts reminded her that she, along with the rest of her friends would join Gobber and Stoick to shoot the fire-tipped arrows to ignite the ship. Her eyes strayed to the quiver of arrows sitting upright among the gold and valuables that would be loaded aboard the ship. Seven arrows. One for each of the shooters. Within the hour, she would stand upon the dock and let one of these very arrows fly from her bow. She did not want to do it…but she had no choice.
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The loading of the ship was completed just before the sun reached the horizon. It was time. Astrid solemnly took her place in line with her friends as Gobber distributed bows to the teenagers and the chief before taking one himself. Stoick stepped forward first to ignite his arrow's tip on a torch carried by one of the gathered Berk Vikings.

Silently, the Chief raised his bow, drew back and released. His arrow hit the dry wood on the deck of the ship and, even from the dock, everyone could see the flames begin to rise up, ready to consume the longboat.

Stoick stepped aside and Astrid knew it was her turn; she could sense the others staring at her, waiting. Astrid stepped forward and touched the tip of her arrow to the flame of the torch. This moment, Astrid was sure she had seen this in one of the night terrors that occasionally plagued her sleep. The difference, however, was that she couldn't wake up from this. _**This is really happening.**_

As Stoick had just done, Astrid lined up, aimed for her target and reluctantly let the arrow fly. When she was finished, Astrid tossed the bow aside and made her way to the end of the line. Unlike Stoick, she let her walls down. Her fierce shieldmaiden exterior disappeared and she allowed herself to cry. _**Just this once.**_ She still wanted to believe that Hiccup was alive, but that was hard when she stared out at the fires rising on his ship to Valhalla.

The others continued to shoot their own arrows out to the burning ship, but Astrid no longer paid any attention. She cried for the past, thinking how she had treated Hiccup just as badly as all the others in Berk. Why had she acted that way anyway? She had not cared one way or the other about Hiccup…well, until he started to best her in training. She cried for the present, mourning with all the others gathered at the sending-off ritual. She cried for the future, the future that would never exist if Hiccup was actually gone.

While Astrid allowed herself to cry, the others finished shooting off their fiery arrows and everyone stared out in silence as the burning ship approached the edge of their line of sight. Soon, the empty ship would enter Valhalla and Berk would begin to move on…all except Astrid. She supposed that someday she would move on, but that would not be for a good long while.

Even after the ship drifted from sight, the smoke and the light of the flames was still visible. "May the Valkyries guide you home, young warrior Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, former heir to the chiefdom of Berk," Gobber spoke softly. All around, there were echoes of "May the Valkyries guide you home" from the other gathered Vikings.

Swiping a thick arm across his eyes, Stoick straightened and turned to face his people. "Hiccup would not want us to stand here mourning him," he began. "So, I invite you all to a feast in the Great Hall. At the feast, we will celebrate the life of Hiccup and rejoice as he feasts at the banquet table with the Gods in Valhalla."

The others began to make their way to the Great Hall, but Astrid lingered on the docks. Her fists balled tightly at her sides, she stared out at the area of smoke and faded light. Setting her jaw, she played through possibilities in her mind. _**What do I do now? Do I just give up this hope like the Chief wants? Is it like he said? Is it worth continuing to search?**_

"Astrid?"

It was but a whisper, but Astrid's trained ears still caught the soft sound of her name. She whipped around to come face-to-face with Ruffnut. "What?"

Ruffnut took a step closer. "Aren't you coming to that feast? Y'know…to honor the life of Hiccup and all that?"

Astrid sighed, knowing that others would notice if she did not make an appearance at the feast. "Yeah, I'm coming."

"Come on, then. I'll walk with you."

Astrid took one final glance out at the illuminated waters before turning to walk side-by-side with Ruffnut towards the Great Hall. Ruffnut tried to lighten the mood by making conversation, but the attempt fell flat as Astrid walked without listening.

"I hear that the Chief is going to announce the new heir tonight," Ruffnut spoke up, catching Astrid's attention. "Who do you think he's going to choose?"

Shrugging, Astrid pushed ahead, walking faster until she made it to the Great Hall. Even with the large doors closed, Astrid could still hear the sounds of wooden utensils hitting against wooden platters. The feast had already begun. It was difficult to enter discreetly when opening the large doors, but Astrid did her best. Not that anyone would've noticed anyway; the Vikings had already broken into their mead storage. Astrid frowned. _**This is someone's life we're supposed to be celebrating…and yet, they act like we just returned victorious from battle. Laughing and cheering. Do they even care at all about Hiccup?**_

Finding her friends, Astrid silently took an empty seat with the group. Set on the table in front of her were bowls of food prepared specially for tonight's feast. The food did look tasty, but Astrid couldn't bring herself to eat. Instead, she ran one of her wooden utensils across the wooden platter in front of her and watched her friends eat greedily. _**Nope, they really don't care at all about Hiccup.**_
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Later on in the evening, once the gathered Vikings had their third or fourth servings of food and were on whatever round of mead, Chief Stoick stepped forward and called for attention. It took several tries for Stoick to finally get the Vikings in the hall to quiet down and listen, but that was to be expected; this happened every time mead was served.

"Good evening," Stoick began. "Tonight's feast, as you all know, is in honor of my son, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III. Tonight, we celebrate his life and his entry into Valhalla."

Astrid stopped listening, turning back to her empty wooden platter. She did not want to sit and hear the chief praise his son, the son whom he was convinced had perished on his latest quest. _**Hiccup didn't want to leave Berk. He didn't want to go on this quest alone. He was right to be concerned.**_

Stoick opened the floor to the gathered Vikings to allow them to stand and share a memory or thought about Hiccup. Astrid could feel the eyes on her, waiting for her to speak, but she would not. How could she speak that way of someone that she did not believe to be dead?

Several Vikings stepped up to share kind words and memories of Hiccup. Astrid barely listened; the remarks all sounded so false to her. Until a few years ago when Hiccup all-but single-handedly ended the 300-year war between Vikings and dragons, no one on Berk had anything nice to say about the boy.

When it seemed that no other Vikings had any other words or memories of Hiccup to share, Stoick again stepped forward. "As my son, Hiccup's role within the village was important. He was the heir to the chiefdom of Berk. I proudly bestowed this title upon him and now, with his entry into Valhalla, I must again stand before you and present to you the next heir to the chiefdom of Berk."

Murmurs rose among the quieted Vikings. Who would be the next heir? Stoick had kept the information hushed, changing the subject when anyone would ask. Bets had already been made and many were predicting that Stoick (as he had no other children to name as heir) would choose Astrid Hofferson. Again, Astrid could feel their eyes staring her down. She did not want to be heir; Hiccup would've made a fantastic chief.

Stoick took a deep breath and Astrid, even though she was not facing the center of the hall, could hear many Vikings shift in anticipation. "The next heir to the chiefdom of Berk is…"

* * *

><p><strong>This chapter was already getting to be fairly long. You're welcome, by the way. Seriously, though, this story wouldn't be Wheel without a cliffhanger; y'all know that by now. Haha. So…who do you think Stoick chose as heir? I'm interested to hear your thoughts! (The answer will be revealed in the next Astrid chapter).<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Hiccup seeks answers. Heather and Valka will provide him those answers…well…maybe…**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: December 1, 2015**


	35. Startling Revelation

**What's this? I'm actually updating this story with a wait time of less than a couple months!? When was the last time that ever happened? Anyway, it's an odd numbered chapter, so I suppose it's time to check back in with Hiccup! Hope that everyone enjoys this next chapter!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Forever Me**_**: We have to wait until December 25****th**** here for gifts. Anyway…I'm glad that you liked the last chapter…and that you've continued to stick with the story even when I can't update as frequently. It really means a lot to have readers that keep coming back (and that are so patient about waiting for new chapters). P.S. That idea is awesome! If only it was possible. Haha.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Yeah, I saw it awhile ago. Didn't think I'd be able to see it since I don't have Netflix, but I found a way. It sounds like the next episodes come out soon. Of course I have no idea when I'll see them (again because I don't have Netflix). Good guesses. We'll find out if they're correct. In the next chapter, I mean. That's when we'll find out.**

_**Dragonbow117**_**: That would be a cool idea. I may have to write an extra scene for this story sometime with that idea (since this is the second review in which it came up). I can just picture that scene already. Haha. **

_**Guest (anonymous**_**): Thanks! Here's the next chapter.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 35: Startling Revelation<span>

Hiccup slowly opened his eyes again. This time, though, it was much less of a shock than the first time he had awoken in this strange place. As he continued to come to, Hiccup noticed that he could not move his arms or legs. He couldn't sit up. _**What is going on?**_

"Temporary effects of that medicinal drink from earlier," a voice answered Hiccup's unspoken question. It came from beside his bed and he recognized it instantly.

"H-Heather? What are you doing here?"

"Back on Berk, when we parted ways, Hiccup," Heather explained, "I returned to my home. Welcome to my home village."

Attempting to process all the new pieces of information that he was hearing, Hiccup blinked slowly. How, out of all the places where he could have ended up, did Hiccup find himself waking up in the village where one of his good friends (well, besides those living on Berk) lived?

"I must confess, though," Heather continued, "I wasn't being entirely honest with you when we met back on Berk. There was still even more information that I withheld when I relayed my background to you and Astrid. Since you're here now, I see no harm in telling you now."

Hiccup waited, wondering what more Heather could tell him now about herself.

"On Berk and on Outcast Island, I…lied when I claimed to know nothing about dragons. It was all a show. The truth is…Chief Valka has been our leader for about ten years or so and the first thing she did when she stepped into her position was to make peace with our dragons."

Heather paused, but Hiccup did not say anything. Instead, he tried to process all that he was hearing. Heather had put on quite an act the last time they had met. She'd even fooled him into thinking that she was as much an amateur dragon rider as he had once been.

"The truth is…I knew a good deal more about dragons and riding and training than I led you all to believe. You see, on our island, riders can enter into training when they reach the age of 10. By the time we'd met…I'd already passed training years ago."

"You…you knew more about dragons than we did? Why didn't you tell us?" Hiccup asked, unsure why Heather had chosen to withhold this information from him and his friends.

"Please, Hiccup, you have to understand. You and your friends and your father and villagers, you all were so welcoming, but Chief Valka has told us again and again about how precious this knowledge is. I wanted to trust Berk, but I also did not want to be the one to allow Chief Valka's dragon training knowledge to fall into the wrong hands. Although, if it helps, I could tell immediately that the information must not be given to the Outcasts, but I had no choice. Even so, I only gave them the most basic of the knowledge that I've learned. When I arrived on Berk, though, I desperately wanted to reveal my full backstory, but…"

"Look, Heather, it's fine," Hiccup interrupted. "I understand. It is very crucial to protect knowledge of dragon training and, after what you went through, I can see how you may not immediately have trusted me or Astrid or any of us Berkians."

Heather smiled. "I'm glad that you understand. It may have been a little harder to convince Astrid though. Oh, that reminds me. Chief Valka told me that she only found you and Toothless on the island. Wasn't Astrid with you? That's strange. When I was there on Berk, it seemed like she spent a lot of time with you."

"No, Astrid wasn't with me. My father sent me on a mission and told me that I needed to go alone. I wanted Astrid to come with me, but he insisted." Then, Hiccup remembered something from before this village's healer had forced him to drink the sleep solution. "Heather, earlier, when you came in here with the chief and the healer, you…well, it seemed like you didn't recognize me. Why?"

Answering Hiccup's questions, Heather replied, "I'm sorry if it seemed like I acted as if I didn't recognize you, Hiccup. It's just…you're still recovering and I needed to act quickly along with Chief Valka and the healer to get the sleep solution to you. The consequences would've been far worse than the temporary paralysis aftereffects if we'd allowed you to put too much strain and stress on your body while you're still healing. We understand that you're upset, but you need to stay calm until you've recovered."

Hiccup heard the sound of another entering the area and his eyes shifted to where the Chief, still masked, had entered. Briefly, Hiccup wondered why the Chief continued to wear that mask, but he didn't ask.

Heather was actually the first to speak. "Chief, I feel that we can trust him. He's not here to expose our dragon training secrets."

"Very well," the chief spoke, removing her mask. She stepped closer to the bed where Hiccup lay. "I did not get a good look at you before," the chief told him. "You are but a young lad…much too young to be out here all by yourself."

"Well, I am 17," Hiccup defended, "and I wasn't out here by choice. My mission was to be completed alone."

Chief Valka stepped closer to the bed as if to get a better look at Hiccup. She steadily approached, taking in Hiccup's messy brown hair and wide green eyes. Hiccup waited silently as she looked him over…and then, without warning, she stopped with a gasp. Her eyes were locked on his chin where Hiccup knew his scar to be located. The scar did not bother Hiccup; he'd had it for as long as he could remember. His father had once told him that the scar was from a wound that he'd gotten from a dragon during a raid when he was but a baby. Yes, the scar did not bother Hiccup, but Chief Valka must've been bothered by it…for some strange reason.

"T-That scar. Could it be?" she stuttered, never taking her eyes from Hiccup's chin.

Under the woman's startled gaze, Hiccup began to, for the first time ever, feel a little self-conscious about his small scar. "Uh…what?"

"Hiccup? Is that really you? After all these years?"

"H-How do you know my name?" Hiccup asked, stunned that this woman knew this piece of information which he had not yet given to her. He chanced a quick glance at Heather and saw that she was just as stunned.

Chief Valka gave Hiccup a reply, but it did not completely answer his question. "I was there, on Berk, when you received that scar."

"You…know me, then?" Hiccup asked, still hoping that the Chief would tell him how she knew his name.

"Of course, I know ya!" Chief Valka replied, leaning in a little closer to whisper to Hiccup. "I'm your mother."

Hiccup gaped. Out of all the answers that Hiccup had pictured, this was definitely not the one he'd been expecting. Valka couldn't possibly be his mother. His mother was…

Valka must've seen his expression because she spoke gently to Heather, asking the younger girl if she could leave her and Hiccup alone for a short while. With a bow, Heather exited.

"Okay, you can't be serious," Hiccup began once Heather was gone. "My mother died seventeen years ago, shortly after my birth. That's what I've been told."

"Well, the stories you've heard aren't exactly true. The dragon raid in which you received that scar," Valka explained, pointing to Hiccup's chin, "was the last time I ever saw Berk." She then gave Hiccup a little more insight into what had taken place on that fateful night and how it had helped her to begin a new life in which dragons and Vikings lived side-by-side.

"But…why didn't you come back to Berk? All these years, you just let our whole village think you were dead!" In the back of his mind, Hiccup briefly wondered if she had wanted to abandon him too, just like everyone else on Berk.

"There is much to clarify," Valka answered, "and I will explain it all to you, my son."

* * *

><p><strong>Eh…another lackluster ending, but cut me some slack. It was about 2:15AM when I wrote out this ending. Hopefully you enjoyed the chapter regardless.<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Things have only gone downhill for Astrid since the memorial for Hiccup and the choosing of Berk's new heir. Who is the next heir to the Chiefdom of Berk and what other issues must Astrid now face back home?**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: December 31, 2015**


	36. No 'Forever'

**Time for the next Astrid chapter! As much as I know how everyone hates when I say this…I think this is going to be a rather short chapter. Just a transition. I'm thinking that this current arc will be ending with the next Hiccup chapter. In the next arc, we'll see some character development for Valka…and some long-distance Hiccstrid (notice I said long-distance which is kinda hard to accomplish in the time period of Berk. You'll see what I mean). **

**Review Replies:**

_**Forever Me (anonymous)**_**: Thanks. I prefer to write later at night, but that, sadly, doesn't happen often because I have two jobs. The Hiccup chapters are interesting now with the introduction of Valka. **

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: Ew…Star Wars. I hate Star Wars. Yes, I'll openly admit it. Haha. As for Hiccup's reaction, he did kinda get annoyed, but that was back in chapter 33. We'll learn more about this new heir in this chapter.**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 36: No "Forever"<span>

Astrid could not believe everything that had happened recently. It all felt like a whirlwind and she wasn't ready to deal with it. First, Chief Stoick had declared an end to the search for Hiccup and Berk had sent an empty ship to Valhalla for the missing heir. Then, Stoick had determined a new heir to lead Berk when he someday chose to pass on the title. It all just didn't seem fair. Astrid was certain that Hiccup was still alive out there somewhere, trying to find his way back home. Yet, all of Berk seemed to have given up way too early. They all thought it wasn't possible that Hiccup could have survived, but they all seemed to have forgotten that Hiccup wasn't the typical Berk Viking.

Now, Astrid was sitting on a hill overlooking the calm waters that surrounded Berk. Sure it was cold outside today, but Astrid just needed to be alone and think. She needed time to reflect back on all that had happened recently. Not only that but she wanted to avoid Snotlout. With Hiccup gone, he had made it his mission to take her to be his girlfriend. Even if Hiccup were dead, Astrid still would never take Snotlout, but there was just no telling him that.

_**It's only going to get worse now, though,**_ Astrid told herself even though the realization did not help her to feel any better. _**Now that Snotlout's been named heir…now that he's been given Hiccup's former title, he's going to think he's invincible. He'll never win me, though…but Gods know that he'll keep trying.**_ Burying her face in her hands, Astrid allowed herself to admit (just this time) that she felt overwhelmed. Trying to hold out hope was exhausting. Each day she'd wake with rejuvenated spirit that maybe Hiccup would return safely home that day, but she was always disappointed by nightfall.

The day was growing late again and the wind seemed to grow colder with each passing minute. Still, Astrid did not want to return back to the village just yet. She could only handle Snotlout's comments and attempts for so long. Honestly, avoiding Snotlout was almost as exhausting as holding out hope for Hiccup…but Astrid still preferred the later. Until there was solid evidence to prove that Hiccup was no longer of this world, Astrid would wait forever for his return.

Reaching under her shirt, Astrid clasped the gift that she held near and dear to her heart. Somehow, between packing and preparing for his travels, Hiccup had managed to find time to stop by the forge and design this golden necklace charm and chain. He had shaped the gold into a heart and then carefully engraved both of their names in script style writing. When he had given the necklace to Astrid, he had shown her that he had created an identical golden charm and chain for himself. On that day, they'd both agreed to wear their matching charms and chains for the duration of his mission. "That way, we'll always be close to each other's hearts," Hiccup had reasoned. Astrid had not argued.

Astrid tucked the necklace back under her shirt. It was the last reminder of Hiccup that she had left and she did not want to lose it. By now the sun was approaching the water and it cast a long line of light over the water. Another day was almost through and, like always, she felt let down by the lack of news on her boyfriend.

With a sigh, Astrid picked herself up to make her way back to the village. What was the chance that she could avoid another annoying encounter with Snotlout? Stealthily, Astrid made her way back into the village and walked toward her home near Gobber's forge. She had almost successfully made it into her house when she heard his voice, calling out to her. Gritting her teeth and rolling her eyes, Astrid turned, reminding herself not to punch Snotlout…at least, not yet. She would if he deserved it.

Snotlout strutted up to her and stopped in front of her, a little too close for Astrid's comfort. "Hey, you want to go work out or something? You look like you work out," Snotlout flirted and Astrid could already tell this was going to be yet another attempt to convince her of why she should be his girlfriend.

"No, Snotlout," Astrid answered immediately. "All I want to do is go home, eat dinner, and go to sleep. So, if you will kindly leave me alone, that would be great." She turned to leave, but Snotlout stopped her again with his next words.

"So, have you thought about what I said before? I mean…now that Hiccup's gone, there's nothing holding you back from choosing a…stronger and more suitable Viking."

Astrid did not turn to face Snotlout because she was certain that she would punch him right in his smug face if she did look at him. "I don't need to think about it at all. The answer is still no. Besides, even if I did believe that Hiccup was dead and I chose to move on, I still wouldn't choose you."

"I don't see how you can think that way. I'm the heir to the chiefdom of Berk. Do you know what you would be if you chose a life with me? You'd be the most powerful woman of Berk."

Finally turning back to face Snotlout, Astrid somehow remained calm as she told Snotlout, "Power isn't everything. The only way I would ever be chieftainess is if Hiccup were chief."

Snotlout clearly refused to just admit that Astrid would never change her mind. He tried a new approach. "What about the future of the village? I'm heir now, but I'll need an heir someday."

"Then you should go talk to the other girls. If you're that desperate, then you are wasting your time trying to convince me." Astrid turned and walked away before Snotlout could fully process what she had just said; she did not want to deal with another of Snotlout's smartass remarks.

Walking quickly into her house, Astrid shut the door and leaned her back against it. She felt tears of frustration prick at the corners of her eyes, but she resisted the urge to cry. Hadn't she already cried enough?

It still didn't feel right. How could all of Berk just give up? Why was she the only one who still held out hope for Hiccup's return? Then, Astrid thought about her most recent encounter with Snotlout and her hands balled into tight fists. Before today, Snotlout's goal had clearly just been to make her his girlfriend. However, tonight's conversation was different. Tonight, Snotlout was actually considering a future with her and that scared Astrid. It didn't scare her because it was Snotlout suggesting it. No, it scared her because it reminded Astrid that, if Hiccup truly was gone forever, she would be expected to move on and find someone else someday. She didn't want to find someone else. She loved Hiccup. Only Hiccup.

Wiping her arm across her eyes and over her face to catch the stray tears that managed to escape from her eyes, Astrid made a decision. _**I have no "forever" with anyone who isn't Hiccup. If Hiccup doesn't make it back to Berk…to me…then I will love no one. I will stay a shieldmaiden and live my life alone forever. They can't tell me who to love. They can't force me to marry.**_

* * *

><p><strong>Another one of those endings where I know exactly how I want it to end…and then I feel it falls short in delivery. I definitely had the ending written out in my head and then I came up to it in the "putting words to paper" stage and…yeah. Hopefully, the message still got across (and hopefully everyone enjoyed the chapter). Personally, I don't really like this chapter. I feel like Astrid slipped into OOC-ness and I apologize. I've just had a lot on my mind recently and I feel like it's negatively affecting my writing. *sadface*<strong>

**I remember a reviewer mentioning that if Snotlout was chosen as heir, then he would be more eager to pursue Astrid. You are right! This was in the plans and you totally guessed correctly! Also, way back when Hiccup first left for his mission, I remember a reviewer mentioning that they'd wished Hiccup and Astrid had exchanged something to help them remember each other while he was away. I hope this identical necklace plot point is good enough!**

**Well, as I mentioned in the opening AN, one more chapter left in this arc. Hopefully, it was a more interesting arc than the first two!**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: January 19, 2016**


	37. Valka Explains Everything

**Final chapter of Arc 3 is coming right up! Just have to check back in with Hiccup and then we'll move on to Arc 4. Hard to believe it's only been a month since the previous chapter was posted. It feels like it's been so much longer. Anyway...hope everyone enjoys the new chapter!**

**Review Replies:**

_**Dragonbow117**_**: Haha. We'll see soon enough why that's not going to be possible…**

_**Guest (anonymous)**_**: I don't think everyone's thinking that. Many, probably, but not everybody. Anyway…because then there'd be no story left to tell and there's still some significant character development for Valka…and Heather too, I suppose, in the future.**

_**Noctus Fury (anonymous)**_**: I am so glad that I'm not the only one that doesn't like Star Wars (I actually hate it, but not many will admit to actually hating it). I'm so glad that hype has faded away again. Thanks for the birthday wishes! Well, I'm glad that you liked the last chapter. Hopefully, this one is better (in my opinion and critique of my own writing, if nothing else). I did watch the new batch of episodes. That episode that you referenced was one of my favorites. I also liked the last two episodes. Finally, a scene where Hiccup did not have "main character immunity"! Not that I don't like Hiccup, but…seriously, he was like the only character that did NOT get the eel pox in that one episode. Anyway…I was really sad when I ran out of eps to watch because, as I said, the last two were freaking amazing!**

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 37: Valka Explains Everything<span>

Hiccup waited. His mother (Gods, how weird was it to say that!) had promised him that she would explain everything to him, but she still had yet to clear up any details. Why was she so hesitant to tell him about what really happened? Was she waiting for him to ask? Maybe that was it. "Please explain it all to me," he whispered, his voice still soft from disuse.

"Where to start…there's so much that you need to know, Hiccup…" Valka muttered to herself as she debated what to say to the son that she had not seen in seventeen years.

"How about you start at the beginning…whatever that may be?" Hiccup spoke up, his voice becoming more confident.

"Well," Valka began, "Berk was a land of kill-or-be-killed. It was constantly Viking against dragon. Everyone who lived on Berk. Men, women, even children would not hesitate to kill the dragons that ravaged our lands. Well…most would not hesitate. I was always a compassionate soul…and now I can see that you've inherited that trait. Anyway, I tried, begged and pleaded with the other Berkians to reconsider but they would hear none of it. There was one particular night raid, the one when you received that scar, when things began to change. You see, while your father and I were out in the village, defending against the raid, we had left you in your cradle; you were only but a newborn babe at the time. While we were out, a dragon broke into our home and found you in the cradle. Though I did not want to hurt the dragon, I did not want to see it hurt you either. So, I rushed to save you, but when I got to the house, I saw something…something that confirmed everything I'd ever believed. These dragons weren't naturally vicious. They were kind and gentle, misunderstood creatures. Your father, though, did not see any of it. All he saw was the dragon standing over your cradle. He attacked, driving the dragon away. As the dragon flew away, I stood in the doorway and watched it leave. I will never forget every little detail of that night. You were awake in my arms, woken by the commotion that had taken place. The dragon, not a type that we normally saw on Berk, grew smaller in the sky and that's when I knew. I would never be the Viking that Berk expected me to be. I would never be able to kill dragons and so I knew that I had to leave."

She paused there, giving Hiccup some time to process all that he had just heard. In some ways, it made sense. No wonder he was nothing like his father because he had clearly taken after his mother (both physically and emotionally). However, there was much that he still did not understand. "Why, then, does all of Berk believe you are dead? That's all I've ever heard as I grew up. They always said that my mother, the Chieftainess of Berk, was dead."

Valka's expression revealed genuine sadness at what she had just heard from her only son. "I truly am sorry that you had to grow up believing that I was dead, Hiccup. Unfortunately, though, that was the only way that I'd ever be able to leave Berk. For days after that raid, I'd worked to form a plan. With my brother Spitelout Jorgenson's help, I faked my death and left Berk under the cover of night. I guess my plan worked."

At this new revelation, Hiccup almost choked on the breath he'd just taken. After a brief coughing spasm, he blurted out the question that weighed on his mind. "Wait! Wait! Wait! My uncle knew the truth about everything and he never told me…or my dad?"

"I asked him not to tell anyone, Hiccup," Valka answered. "Spitelout's my brother and he trusted my judgment."

Before Valka could react, Hiccup ripped back the blanket that covered him. "We need to go back to Berk. They're probably wondering where I am and they'd want to see you. Just wait until they hear both of our stories."

Hiccup made to swing his legs off the bed, but he was stopped by the firm arm of Valka. "No, Son. You're still recovering. You need to stay in bed. The healer said that you'll be bedridden for at least another week, maybe longer."

Gently, Valka pushed Hiccup back into a resting position and replaced the blanket over his slim form. Hiccup wanted desperately to fight back, insist that he be allowed to return to his home, but he also knew that he was too weak right now to resist. "Fine…but when the healer clears me to leave, I am…and I strongly recommend that you come with me."

"I'll think about it, Hiccup, but I am Chief of this village. Just keep that in mind, okay? Now, get some rest. A little later, someone will be by with your dinner." She turned to leave, her gaze hardening when her back was fully turned to her son.

Watching the door shut behind his mother, Hiccup frowned. "How can she so easily expect me to just linger here? Why doesn't she understand that I need to get home?" Hiccup whispered, angered that his mother so easily dismissed his need to return to Berk. As the minutes passed, though, Hiccup's anger subsided. "I guess she is right, though. I need to recover and then I need to forge a new tailfin for Toothless." Still, Hiccup was restless. What was he supposed to do to pass the time while he was stuck in bed?
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A few hours later (although, it felt like it had been an eternity), Valka returned, this time carrying a tray on which sat a steaming bowl of stew. She set the stew on a nearby surface and helped her son to sit up before passing him the tray. "Chicken stew with fresh-cut vegetables," she explained. "I told our cooks about your condition and they specially prepared it just for you."

Taking the wooden spoon from the bowl, Hiccup brought it to his lips and carefully slurped down the broth. It was still hot, but he took it slow. Filling the spoon again, Hiccup slowly swallowed. The broth was surprisingly flavorful and the vegetables were tender. "This is…really good," he complimented, bringing a smile to his mother's face.

"I'll pass the compliment along to our village cooks." She turned to leave but stopped. "Oh yes, I almost forgot." From a pocket sewn into the inside of her Chief cloak, she pulled out a small book. "When I found you on that island, I saw that you had a small pad of papers with you. Unfortunately, the one you had was ruined beyond repair, but I did manage to secure a new one for you." Setting it down on the surface where she'd briefly set the tray of food down earlier, Valka left again. "Well, I have much to do, but I'm sure that new sketchbook will come in handy while you're stuck here on bedrest."

Hiccup watched Valka leave and then he returned to his stew. Even though it continued to cool down, it still tasted as delicious as it had when it was steaming hot. _**Surely, a few meals like this will help me recover at least a little faster…right?**_ Once Hiccup was finished, he carefully set the tray aside and picked up the sketchbook that his mother had set down nearby. She'd even left him a charcoal stick along with the book of blank pages.

Flipping open to the first blank page, Hiccup picked up the charcoal stick in his left hand and began to draw out a shape. He let his thoughts wander as he continued to sketch, adding definition to the shape that he'd started to draw out on the page. The next time he looked down at the sketch, he could see that he'd unconsciously begun to draw a picture of Astrid. Nothing elaborate, but a nice simple sketch of her face, just as he remembered it. Seeing the start of the sketch, Hiccup felt small tears form in the corners of his eyes, but he wiped them away. How had Astrid been doing since he'd left? Had she changed any? Did she still love him? These were all questions that he didn't yet have the answers too…but he would find them…as soon as he could leave and return to Berk.

Not long after Hiccup began his sketch of Astrid, he began to feel tired. It wasn't all that late at night, but the pull of sleep was strong. Closing his new sketchbook, Hiccup set it aside and lay back, succumbing to sleep.

~End Arc 3~

* * *

><p><strong>I know…what a horrible ending for an arc. So…plain. Oh, if you only knew the set-up this chapter provides for Arc 4! It wouldn't feel so plain anymore. Anyway…yep, see you all again in Arc 4!<strong>

**Coming Up Next: Astrid made her decision about her future. Unfortunately, not everyone is happy about it and some will stop at nothing to change her mind.**

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Wheel in the Sky!**

**Posted: February 17, 2016**


End file.
